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When Cloe was by Dd^monfeen, zyS 

When Daphne /r/? her Jhepherd faw^ 229 

When dueitfu} lovers lay 04 

When 
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When fir ft Ifaw the bright AurcliaV eyet^ 1^4 

Wh^nfirft y9U took my heart as a prize ^ 88 

ffhen from her beauty long f*ueftron)e^ Jo 

When MiraV hands her needle thready 63 

When my Aurelia fmiles^ Jhe wounds «f, 2^5 

When fajpons ungovtnCd by reason or arp^ z6z 

When perfeSf beauty is by heavn defign'd^ tyz 

When Sylvia V charms were in their bloom ^ ^f 

When the bright god of day 42 

When the rofe is in bud^ and the 'violets blow, f? 

Where, on theftage^ mock hero's rage^ 229 

While , from my looks y fair nymph^ you guefs 8/ 

While on your blooming charms I gaze ^ ^ 

Whilfi on Ammtorz/tfrw? I gaze ^ 79 

Who has e'er been at?AnSf 2^2 

W%, Damon, why, why^ why fo prejpngl .199 

Why Jhoud I ask to whom /he's kind, 1 98 

Why Jhou'd men quarrel here , where all pojfefs ^ 1 9 f 

Hhy Jhou'dyou blame what heavn has made, 41 

Wine reyBingy 2CO 

With every lady in the land 10^ 

Woman, thought left, giddy creature! 2 

Woudyou gain the tender creature, 6 
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y*E bcaus ofpleafure, ; ' 225 

"^ Te commons and peers, 219 
Te fair injur d nymphs, and ye beans who deceive *e»r, 6f 

Te knights of\2L Mancha, whofe powerful fword, 1 18 

Te nymphs o/" Britain,' to whofe eyes - 86 
Te fhipherds and nymphs, that adorn the gay flain, 82 
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^Fortune. 

OR ever, Fcrtme^ wilt thou prove ^ 
An unrelenting foe to lovej 
And when we meet a miitual heart, I 
Come in between, and bid us part. 

Bid us figh on from day to day. 
And wifh, and wift the foul away. 
Till youth and genial years are flown. 
And all the life of life is goije* 

But bufy, bufy ftill art thou, 
To bind the lovelefs joylefs vow, 
Tjje heart from pleafure to delude. 
And join the gentle to the rude. 
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tot once, O Tortum ! hear my pi^y'r, 
And I abfolve thy Future care 5 
All other wiftes I rcfign, 
Make but the dear jimanda mine. 



itbe Declaims s« 

WOMAN, thoughtlefs, giddy creature ! 
Laughing, idle, fluttering thing 4 
Mofk fantaflic work of nature! 
.Still, like fancy, on the wing. 

Slave to ev*ry changing paffion. 

Loving, hating, in extream : 
Fond of ev'ry foolifh fafhion 5 

And> at beft> a plea^g dream. 

Lovely trfflel dear iUnfion ! 

Conq'ring weaknefs! wifli'd-fbr pain! 
Man's chief glory and confufion. 

Of all vanity moft vain ! 

Thus, deriding b«kuty*s pow'r, 

Bevil call'd it all a cheat ; 
But in lefs than half an hour, 

Kncerd and whin*d at Caelia's feet. 
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No Tmc like the Prefent. 

TELL mc, Cloe^ why has nature 
Been £o partial to your form ? 
Why in beauty deck'd each feature ? 
Think you 'twas to aid your icorn ? 

No, miilaken charming woman» 
Nature no fuch thrift requires s 

She beflpws her gifts in common* 
And our lib'ral uie defires. 

Then no longer doat on pawV, 
But let love your thoughts employ 5 

Ufe the now propitious hour. 
And improve the inilant joy. 

Time, tho* flowly, is approaching. 

When that foce we now adore, 
'Stead oi love will cauTe our loathing. 

Spread with age and wrinkles o*er. 

Then while weakly, vainly prating. 
You your former conquefts boafl. 

Who'll regard you, while relating 
What your fcorn and folly loft? 
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MiKA and Co l i n« 

TH E morn was fair, the sky ferene. 
The face of nature imil'd, 
Soft dews impearl'd the tufted plain. 

And daify-painted wild 5 
T!he hills were gilded by the fim. 
Sweet breath'd.the vernal air ; 
Her early hymn the lark begun. 
To (both the (hepherd's carei 

When Mira fair, and Colin gay. 

Both fam*d iot faithftil love. 
Delighted with the jifing day, ] 

Together fought the grove : 
And near a finooth tranflucent ftream. 

That filcnt ftple along. 
Thus Colin to his matchlefs dame, 

Addrefs'd the tender fong. 

* Hark, Afir/», how from yonder tree, 

* .The feather 'd warblers fing, 

-* They tune their artlefs notes for thee, 
/ For thee, more fweet than ipring 5 

* How cioice a fragrance thro* the air, 

* Thofe fpring-born bloflbms ihed ! 

* How feems that vi'let proud to rear 

* Its purplc-tindui'd head 1 
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A ColleSiion of Songs^ .5: 

9' Bki\ Mira, had the. tuneful race 

* Thy hpart-bewitching tongue, 

* Who would not fondly haunt the place, 

* Enamoured while they fung? 

*- Ye flow'rs on Iiiir»'s bofom prcft, ' 

* Ne'er held ye place fb fair, 

* Tho' oft ye breathe on Venus* hreaft,. 

* And fccnt the graces hair. 

' Shall I to gems compare thine eyes, 

* Thy skin to virgin fnows, 

•• Thy balmy breath to gales that rife 

* From every new-blown rofe ? 

* Ah ! nymph, lb far thy charms outlhme 

* The faireft forms we fee, 

*• We only guefs at things divine, 

* By what appe^ in thee*. 

1 • 

Twas thus enamour'd Colin jKing; ' 

His love-excited lays } 
The grove with tender echoes rung; 

Refbunding M/r/»'s praife: 
And thus cries Love, who Iported near. 

And waV*d'his Ijlken wings. 
What wonder, finre the nymph's fo fair. 

So fond the fhepherd fings? 
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True Wisdom. 

As fwift as time, put round the glais, 
And husband well life's little fpace j 
Perhaps the fun, which (hines fb bright. 
May fet in everlafting night. 

Or if the fun again fhould rife, 
Death ere the morn may dofe our tyts j 
Th^n drink before it be too late. 
And Ihatch the present hour from &te. 

Come,, fill a bumper, fill it round. 
Let mirth, and wit, and wine abound \ 
In thefe alone true wifclom liesi 
For to tie merry's to be wife. 



Againft Conflraint /». Love« 

Wo u'o you gain the tender creature, 
&ftly, gently, kindly treat her, 
SufiPring is the lover's part : 
Beauty by conftraint pofleifing, 
You enjoy but half the bleffing, 
Lifelefi durm without the heart} 
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ibe Way ft Wm Her. 

A swAiN> kmg tortur'd with diiaain» 
jBL That daily figh'd, but figh'd in yaioi 
At length the god of wine addreft, 
Tlie refuge of a wounded breaft. 

Voockfafe. O^ po¥rV, thy healing aidi 
Teach me to gain the crad maid} 
Thy juices take the lover's part, 
Fluih his wan looks, and chear his heart*. 

Thus to the jolly god he cry'd. 
And thus the jolly god reply*d j 
Give whining o*er, bebrbk and giy,' 
And quaff the fiieaking form away. 

.With dauntlefs form approach the fiiir i 
^LThe way to conquer is -to dare. 
^<Xhc Twain purfa*d the god*s advice. 
The nymph was now no longer nice : 

Bttt^finiling, told her iex's mind> 
When/you grow daring, we grow kind: 
lien to themfelves are moft ievere, 
Jkjid ^ake us tyrants by their fear. 
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^e Wh EEDLE R. " 

IN vain, dear C/w, you liiggcft. 
That I, inconftant, havc-pofleft. 
Or lov*d a fairer fhe : 
But if at onec you wou*d be cur'd 
Of all the ills you have cndur'd, 
Loek in your glafs and fee. v 

And if perchance you there Hiould find» 
A nymph more, lovely or more kind» 

YouVe reafbn for your tears : 
But if impartial you will prove. 
Both to your beauty and my love^. 

How needlefs arc thofe fears? 

If in my way I fhouldj by chance, * ' 

Give or receive a wanton glance, 

I like but whilrt I view : 
How faint the glance, how flight the kiisi 
Compared to that flibftantial blifs, 

I ftill receive from you ? ' - 

With wanton flight the curious bee. 
From flow'r to flow*r ftill wanders free; 

And where each bloflbm blows, 
Extra6ls the juice of all he meets, , ^ .. 

And for his quinteflencc of fweets, 
•rie.raviftics the rofe. 
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So I, my leiiiire to employ, 
Tn each variety of joyi 
' From nymph to aymph do roam, - 
Perhaps ice fifty in a day j 
They are, but ^Gts which, I payj^. 
For Cloths ftiU my home. 



Low 4ni Prudence. 

AL0NE» by afbuntahi» 
I prefs the cold ground, 
Xefl' the rock and the moimtaiii 
My grief ihould reiound. v 

For the man that^s ib doov. ' 

111 never dHcovcr, • 

Left t&e eccho ihoeild htAti 

And repeat to my ItfVeir*. 

The pains that mvade me 

I never wiD tell,. 
Lf fl the world fhduld upbraid^ me 

With loving too well. > 



If my truth cannot move. 

No fbndnefs Til (how 5 
'Tis enough that 1 love, 

And too much he ihould know. 
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9% 4 TifungljjLJ>x tVetpiHj^. 

BEBOLD tBb skilful artift's Iiand, 
Ccntreds our paffions at command^ 
Aod with a iingle note impart, 
pr pain or pkaftrt l» die bcaitt 

Or» wliat e'en contradiftion ieems* 
Mend and unite theie two extreaou) 
Aad by a £ully pleafi^ fbatnt 

! tts at once both j^y and pw* 



Thus, while with teafs o'erfiow thioe cyci^ 
While that dear bofbm heaves with iig^ 
Between two difPrent paiTtons toft, 
I know not which controuls me mofh 

Who fees that face m grief appear, 
Nor drops a fympathetick tear? 
Yet flili our joys jufl: ballance keep, 
BWs'd in thy prcicncc who can weep ? 
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yftl^ Wymw fa Sleep. 

^ o D of deep, for whom I langaift, 
VJ God of golden dreams and peace, 
Gently footh a lover's anguilb* 
Help to make liis tortures ceafe. 

Spread thy Acred pinions o'er ine» 

Lull the bafy foul to reft s 
Then bring her I lore before tfn^ 

She that's psuixted m my hremf^ 

If land as &ir, my prize ITl keep» 
And, great <as fave, the world fiwrfikc} 

LiCt me thus blefs'd for ever fle^t 
And lie, and dream, and never wake. 

But (hould the hk, divinely bright, 
Rcjcd my vows, and foom my flame. 

Fly, fly, .kind flecp,-reftor« the Ugbfc, 
Let Sfrefhm fee 'twas all a dream. 




LOTE 
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Love preferrd to Glo&y. 

LOVE, ^rcad all thy fwect trcafures,. 
Thy own triumphs to crojvii. . . 
Youth, mirth) and fmiling«ple^fure> 
Are {laves to thy gla4 throne.. 

Glory is but a bubble. 

Loft ev'n while we purfue^ ' 
Tis all tumult and trouble, ' 

Flattering paly to view- 
But once b«tuty poJ^Ssifiag, 

Joy rdls circling on joy :• 
Tranfports paft all expreffing. 

Which ftill taftcd ne'er cloy. 



Give, Love, giv6 me to languifli. 
Thy dear (hafts I invite '5 

When moftfeding thy anguilh,. , 
Then moft feel .we delight.. 






^ 

^ 
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S'be EarlV Defeat. 

To the Tunc of Chevy Chdce. 

Go D profpcr long from being broke. 
The * luck of Zden-Hall-, 
A doleful drinking-bout I ling, 
Thqe lately did bcfal. 

To chafe the fpleen with cup and can, 
Duke Thiltf took his way j 
^ Babes yet unborn ftiall never fee. 
The like of fucli a day. 

The ftout, and crer-thirfty duke 

A vow to god did make. 
His pleafiire within Cumberland,, ... 

Three live-long nights to take. 

Sir Mufgrave too of Martln^dale, 

A true and worthy knight, 
Efribon with him a bargain made. 

In drinking to delight* 



! 

) 



f A fim hftmfw Mt sir Chriflopber Mu^rave*/. 

Tic 
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The bumpers fwifclj pafs about. 

Six in a hand went round i 
And with their calling for more wine, 

Thejr made the hall reibuod. 

Now when thcfe merry tidings reach'd 

The earl of HareU^s ears. 
And am I (quoth he, with an oath) 

Thus flighted by my peers ? 

Saddle my fteed, bring forth my boots, 
I'll be with them right quick 5 

And, mailer iherifFi come you too. 
We'll know this fcurvy trick. 

Lo, yonder doth earl H4roU oome^ 

(Did one at table lay) 
^is well, reply*d the mettled duke. 

How will he get away ? 

When thus the carl began. Great duke, 
1*11 know how this did chance. 

Without inviting txtCi fiire this 
You did not learn in Tranc$. 

One of us two, for this ofilence, 

Under die board (hall lie. 
I know theie well, a duke thou art, 
"So 6mc years hence flail 1/ 



But 
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But truft me, Whattm, pity 'twere 

So much good wine to QhH, 
As theie companions here may drink. 

Ere they have had their fill. 

Let thou and I, in bumpers full. 

This grand af&ir decide : 
Accurfl be he, duke Thilip {aid. 

By whom it is deny*d. 

To, Andrews^ and to Hotham fair. 

Many a pint went round j 
And many a gallant gentleman 

Lay fick upon the ground. 

When at the laft the duke cfpy'd 

He had the earl fccurej 
He ply'd him with a good pint glafi. 

Which laid him on the floor : 

Who never ^ke more words than thcfe, 

After he downwards fiink. 
My worthy friends, revenge my M, 

Duke Wharton fees me dnmk. 

Then, with a groan, duke Tkn^ t#ok 

The fick man by the joint. 
And faid. Bail mr$U, 'fkead of thee. 

Would I had dnmk this pittt. 



Alack! 
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Alack ! my very heart doth bleed, 

And doth Within me fink 5 
For furely a more ibber carl 

Did never iwallow drink. 



With that the fherifF. m a rage. 

To fee the earl io fmit, 
Vow'd to revenge the dead-drunk peer 

Upon renown'd Sir J^t. 

Then ftepp'd a gallant 'fquia^ fcH-th, ' 

Of vifege thin and pale,- 
Uoyd was his name, and of Gang-hall^ 

Faft by the river Swale : 

Who faid, he would not have it told. 

Where Eden river ran. 
That unconcerned he fhould fit byj 

So, fheriflF, Fm your man. 

Now when thefc tidings reached the room 

Where the duke lay in bed. 
How that the 'fquire fo,fiiddenly ' 

Upon the floor was laidi 

heavy tidings i (quoth the duke) 
Cumberland witaeis b(S, 

1 have not any captain nxore^ 
Of fuch account as he* 



tike 
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Like tidings to earl MarM came» 

Within as (hort a ipace. 
How that the under-fheriff too. 

Was fallen from. )m placb. 

Now god be with, him, ({aid the carl) - 

Sitli 'twill no better bej 
1 truft I have withm my town. 

As dninken knights as he 

Of all the number that were there, . 

Sir Baim he fcorn'd to yields 
But with a bumper in his handf 

He ftagger'd o'er the field. 

Thus did this dire contention end) 

And each man of the (lain. 
Was quickly carried off to bed. 

His ienfes to regain. 

God blefs the king, the dutchefs 6^ 
And keep the land in peace. 

And grant that drunkenneis hencefbrtk 
'Mongfl: noblemen may ceafe. 

And likewife bkfi our royal prince^ 
The kingdom's other hope : 

And grant us grace fb» to defy 
The devil^and the pope. 
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Mad T o m* 

IN my triumphsint chariot hurrd, 
I range around the world ; , 
'Tis i;^ Mad Jbm, drive all before me j 
While to mj royal throne I come, . 

Bow down, my (laves, and adore ine. 
Your fbv'reign lord Msd Tom. 
What tho* the fceptrc that I bear 

Is all but dream an4 air, 
IVe the plcafure of crowns 

Without the care : 
And tho' I give hff ^ : 
From beds of ftraw. 
And dreft in a tatter*d robe, . 
The madman can be 
More a monarch than he 
That commands thft'v^dlid globe. ' • .' 



Cupid ' over-re dc^d. 

YOUNG Cufid ^^fiiid, •' • •'>,-^ '''.-.' 
To fubdue me inclvi'd, ., ... , . ,. ,. ., . 
But at length 1 a ftratagem fQund,i . . ^ . , 

That will lud me of him ; . . ^ ;. . . , . .^ 

For 1*11 drink to the brim> 
And unlefs he can fwim. 
He like other blind jnippies will drown. 
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Fruition a Foible. 

IN vain you tell me love is fwcet. 
And boaft of its delights j 
I hear you talk of nothing yet. 
But reftlefs days and nights. 

For when you have your love enjoy'd. 

You find the blifs lb fmall. 
You either think your lover cIoy*d, 

Or that you ha'n't him all. 



Thyrsis and S^cHAnisaA. 

TH y R s I s a youth, of the infpired train. 
Fair Sachariffa lov'd, but love in vain j 
Like Thxbus fiing the no lefs am'rous boy. 
Like Daphne {he, as lovely and as. coy. 
With numbers he the flying nymph purfucs. 
With numbers fuch as Thceb^s fclf might ufe ; 
AH but the nymph that fhould redrcfs his wrong; 
Attend his paflion, andr approve his ibng : 
Like Thcebus thus acquiring un fought praile. 
He catckU' §t l«f c and filled his arms with bays.. 



Charming 
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Charming Cloe. 

TR4NSPORTINQ Cloe^ lovcly fair, 
How beauteous do thy charms appear. 
When fmiling graces from thee ipring ? 
A thoufand Cufids in thy eyes, 
To touch the heart with fwcet furprize. 
Their bows with vigour ftring. 

Goddefs of immortal pleafiirc,_ 
In thy arms is beauty's trcafiire: 

Charming rays around thee fhine, 
Roies in thy cheeks are blowing, 
Mufick from thy accent ft^wic^} 

Love creates thee all divine. 



lT)i Conftant Tab- 

LOVE like wind is often changing 
Lrke the fea it ebbs and flows ^ 
Let the youth whofe heart is ranging. 
Fear the nymph whom napft he knows^ 

But give me, fate, one faithful pilot. 

To diredfc and guide my foul : 
Changing lovei;^ then Til (mile at, 

SJbe's my magnet, ihe*s my pole. 

i Succefi 
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Succefs crowns tbi Daring. 

Cantata. 

J^IftDLT, fati. Mi length rehsfi mi, 
^^ Life has wtbing mm can flesfi mi. 

Since Corfnna fights my fstm : 
Hope a while may make us languijht 
jind inMgi the flattering angstijh^ 

Bttt d^air focn Sreakr the chain* 

Thus to his lyre the drooping fwim. 
Did of the cmrl oyinph complain $ 
And Zephyrs wafted thro' the grove 
The murmurs of his hapleis love : 
Tiie queen who favours fbft defire, 
And kindles ev'rj am'rous fire, 
Wing'd down her flight, the Twain to cbesg^ 
And warbled comfort in his ear : 

Moufe, and conquefi B»a btfonyim, 

Tajptn wUl the lymph Sfirm: 
Jn pmfnit (f live and glmyr 

Bold attempts ahn^ urn AMrm 



2^ 
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\ Effe£i of Kindnefs. 

Cantata. 

Air. T OVE frowns in beauteous Mira'j ey w 5 » 
•^•^ jih I nymfhy thy crutl looks give o'er r 
While love is frowning, henuty dies^ 
Andy OH can charm no rncre^ 

Recft, Mark how when fulljen clouds appear. 
And wintry ftorms deface the year. 

The prudent cranes no longer ftay. 
But take the wing> and thro' the air. 

From the cold region fly away, 
And ^ o'er land and ieasto warmer climes repair: 
Jttft Co my h^art i — but fee, ah ! no : 
She fmiles i I will not, cannot go« 

Air. Love snd the gri^ces fmiling, 
In Mira*/ ^es beguilingy 

Again their charms recover'i. 
HWd you fecttre our- duty, ^. ... ^ 

Let kindnefs aid your beauty, 

Xefair ones, Jbo$b the hver* 
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.Mens Dijfimulation. 

T SE tclUhee, talfe loon, 'tis in vain 
-»• Of thy paflionate Jove to complaio % 

'Tis raucklc^conftifion. 

When beauty's illullon. 
Confine* a man's foul in a chain. 

Ife cannot believe there's a loon^ 
In country, in city, or town, 

Whofe tongue and^.whofe heart. 

The truth will impart,' 
When to years of fuU manhood he's grown. 



L^ 



Love a Dijiemper. 

lrvE*s adiftemper that comes with high feedings •' 
f And iscur'd like a fever, by emptying'and bleeding j 
It feizes the hx;asii ^JuHthS^^heail runs on fiincies, 
lliat all the young wenches are queens in roma^es j 
But the love-fit loon over, pretty miis proves a dowdy> 
And her pagi«nate Tov^ an arrant doll loeby. 
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Light a Foe to L§ve. 

BEGOME> begone, thou too propitious light. 
Intruder to my joys, 
Thou canft not give fuch dear delight. 

As thy approach defhoys. 

J 

Juft now Am§MdMy full of charms. 
Lay panting, yielding in my arms. 
Crying, Ah Strephm, now let's live, 
Take all you ask, or I can give. 

But at thy blulhes confcious grown. 
Of too great freedom (he had (hown. 
She check'd her flame, and blufhing too, 
Away the airy vifioa flew. 



Emptinefs of Lovs. 

1H vam we &y that love's the beft 
Of all our human joysj 
If not obtaki'd, it breaks our reft, 
If once poflcft, it cloys. 
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fbe Keafonahh Exchange. 

I F C(elia*s eyes arc fp divine, 
J- T' attrad fg many beauts. 
Say, D4wo», if you can define. 
What mighty mifchici (he wou'd dp, 
Were we to ta^c a nicer -view, 
Of all her other part^ I 

Then pr'ythee, D^mon, once be kind. 

And fbme good nature ihew ; 
Tell Codia, tdl her, as my friend, 
*Tis mcerly juft fhe fhou'd rcfiga 
Whatever heart (hp has of mine. 

Or give me one ip Uei}. 



^im^ to Tqung Ladies. 

TjiAiR ones, while your beauty's blooming, 
J^ Ufc your time, left age refuming 

What your youth jwogifely lends. 
You're deprived of all your glories. 
And condemned to tell old ftorics 

To your unbelieving friends. 

. you IV. D Bemt'^l 
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Beautiful Collin DA. 

IN fumnicr^s folfticc, fcorch*d with hcat^ 
0(/;»^ fceks a cool retreat. 
By purling ftrcams in flowery grove?. 
Attended by a train of bvcs : 
What beauties in the nymph appear ! 
Her fliapc, her face, and fprighdy air. 
Thro* every graceful motion fhine. 
And all the nymph appears divine. 

Her comely focks all carelcfi flew. 
At every gentle brccTiC that blcwi 
And rudely left exposed to fight. 
Her lovely breafts all fhowy whiter 
Her' filkcn wrapper loofely hung. 
Which (ever as the wind blew ftrong) 
Difcover'd fuch a thape and air 
As might with goddcflcs compare. 

Had TATiSy when he judged Ae prix^ ♦ 

Twixt the contending deiticst 
On Ida's mount, CoUmJa feen, 
Cytherea furc had rivall'd been^ 
Another Helen he'd poffefs*d. 
Far more beauteous than the iirft. 
Whole powerful charms wou*d gods mfpixc 

JJor jyy alone, but Eftrofe fire. \ 
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y<»ys Gf Onftaney^ 

T Ris, your lovdy fatal eyes 
•^ Gommand fuch powerful darts, 
No wonder if jou one dcipifc. 
To wound a tioufind hearts. 

But cou*d yo^ guefi the vaft ddight. 

To conftant lovers known. 
You wou'd your thoufind conqucfts flight; 

And rule my heart aIon6. 



ftbe Amorous Swain maie Hgppy. 

LN am'rous fwain to Juno pray'd. 
And thus his iuit did move, 
*Givc me, oh! give me the dear maid. 
Or take away my love 



A' 



The goddefs thundcr'd from the Skies, 

And granted his requeft : 
To make him happy, made him wife 

And drove her from his brcaft. 



Da thf 
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^be Btnefit of BJeafmJn Low. 

TENDER hearts to jcvcry palTion 
^ Still their freedom WQuM bctrayi 
But how calm is inclinatioo> 

When our reaioQ bears the fway! 

Swains tbemfelves, while thej purfiic us. 

Often teach us to deny ; 
Whilft we fly, they fondly woe us;, 

If we grow too fond, they fly. 



ithe JViJhing Lover. 

LOVELY charmer, deareft creature, 
Kmd invader of my heart, , 
Grac\i with every gift of nature, 
Grac'd with every help of art. 

Oh! cou'd I but make thcc Ipire mft 
As thy charms my l»eart b^vc mov'd, . 

None cou'd e*er be Weft *h«rc me, 
Hone cou*d e'er be more belov'd. 



DmSffid 
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DoiiBtjUl Love €%i^rnfd. 

ALA^l when charming S)r/t>iVs gone, 
I figh, and think m/felf undone j - 
But when the lovely nymph is here, 
I'm pleas'd, yet grieve, and hope, yet fcarj' 
Thoughtlefs of all but her, \ rove : 
Ah ! tell me, is not thi»to love? 

Ah me! what pow*! can move me fi>? 
I die with grief when (he mufl go^ 
But I revive at her return, 
I fmile, I freeze, I pant, I bum:: 
Tranfports fb fwcet, fo ftrong; fa new;. 
Say, can they be ta friendihip^ due ? 

Ah ! no, *tis*love, *tis now too plain, 
I feel, I feel the pleafing pain; 
For who e*cr fiw bri^t SjlviA^% eyes, 
But wiih'd, and long'd, and was her prize ? 
Gods ! if the trueil muft be blcft. 
Oh, let her be by me poi&ft ! 
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^h Ecftatick Lover. 

^p»ELL me, dear charmer, tell me. Why 
-^ All other joys fo quickly cloy. 
Ail but the joys of loving thee. 
And they alone immortal be ? 
They neither dull the mind nor fenft^ 
Nor lofc their plcafing influence*. 

For ever I, with fierce defire, 
Cou'd ga^e on thee, and never tire;.' 
My ravilh'd ears cou'd all day long 
Fcaft on the mufick of thy tongue $ 
And when that fails, yet ftiU in yoii 
I ibmething find that's ever newx 



Stbe Dreadful Chahmer. 

'T' H E bright bewitching Cloe\ eyes, 
•*• A thouiand hearts have won, 
Whilft ihe, regardlefs of the priic. 
Securely keeps her own. 

Ah! what a dreadful dame are yoi|. 

Who, if you e*er defign 
To make one happy, muft undo 

Nine hundred ninety nine ? ,, 
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Beauty andMfiJfck improved by Kmdnefi. 

VENUS, thy throne of beauty now rcflgn. 
Behold' on earth a conquering fair> 
Who more deferves love*'s crown to wear j 
Kot thy own ftar £o bright in beav'n does (hine„ 

Ask of thy fon her name, who, with his dart. 
Has deeply grav'd it in my heart » 
Of ask the god of tuneful ibund^. 

Who fings it to his lyre^ 

And does tht^ maid in(pife> 
With his own art to give a iurer woundi 

BMrk ! ye grovts^ her fings repeat, 

Ecchc Ittrks in hclUw Jprings, 

And, tranfferted whilfi Jhe fings, 
Lesms her voice, tind grows more fneet, 

Cou^d Natcifliisyfe w hear her, 

from his fmntMin he -wou^d fy, 
And^ With awe affroaching near her,. 

Ear a real beauty die. 
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Yot Venms once again my iawg attend* 

And when trom heav'n you ihall dcfcend, ,* . 

This fhining cmprefs to array, 

When you prcicnt hcf all your train of loves. 

Your chariot, and ybuf ftiurfft'rtfig d»Vts, fgajrj 

Tell her ihe wants one charm to naake the reft more 
Then fmiiing to th* harmonious beauty fey : 

To a lovef) wht Aful ^, 

Let a Hn4^ kmrP bt firfd-y 
Love can make y^ doubly fair ', 

IduJkkUftnnet iphe9$yoH*re UM^ 

llbe Sopeir*s Hfiamm. 

Shou'd I die by the force of good wine, 
'Tis my will that a tan be my ihrme^ 
And for the age to come. 
Engrave this ftory on my tomb : 
Here lies a body once ib brave, 
Whj) with drinking made his grave. 

Since thus to die will purchafe fame. 

And raife an everlafting tiame. 

Drink, drink' away, drink, drink away. 

And there let's be nobly interred ; 
Let mifers and flaves pop into their graves^ 

.Afid rot in a dirty church-yard. 
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rt his CBf Miftrefs. 

WtiiL£ ^ foot blooihiikg cliarins I gaze» 
Y6ur tender lips> yi>ttr fi>ft enchaoUng tf^ 
And all the Vtn$u in your flee, 
rm fill'd vritb pld^t and iiirptiie. 

But, crud goddcls, when I find, 
Diana^s coldnefs in your mindi 
How can I bear that fixt diflaki f 
My pleafure dies, and-.I bm live kl paun. 

:i^ant Cupid, wik», nhntkg, 

PPill you toHch the chsmfer*! he^ri f 
S»0fh her brtdfi tofift ccnfenting. 

Or remove from mine the dart. 

But, fee! while t6 my paffion voice I give, 
Th' applauded beauty, doubly bright. 
Seems ib the aoi'rous tale to take delight. 
And looks as Aie wou^d let me live i 
Yet ftillflie chides, but with fo fwe«t an air. 
That, while ihe love denies, fhe yet forbids de^>air. 

Tear aot, douMng //wr, f affrove me. 

Can you love mef 

Frown not if yon anfwtr no\ 
When again I ask, furfuing, 
^f youHlflay and fee wy mm, 

flj^Jut let me with you go. 

^Vertumnus 
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TRANS FOKM*D» ifi female ihape> both old and lame» 
The god Vertumims to Tomma came ; 
But when the goddefe all her ftore di^lay'd, ^ 
He, thus diigiiis'd, iddrefl the lift'ning maid. 

G»ddtfsy lovely anJ divine, 

GmrMa» rf eachfruitfkl tree, 
A while thy iUrUng joys declmo^ 

And lend an em to love and m$ : 
Blooming bea$tties fhoH*d Bo kind, 

Ani take the blejpng while they may y 
Tor time ijjwift, and love is,Alihd,\ 

And fajjion cools, when charms decaf. 

While he appeared thus odious in her cjres,^ 

The goddcfs'dld'his ftraihs dc{pifej> 

But when, transformed by pow'r divine, 

Vertumnus did with blooming graces (hin«,\ 

Then fung Pomona all amaz'd, 

While oa the youthfiil fwain fte fondljr gaz*d,. 

Saccefiful haffy charmer, 
*Tis you alone can warm her, 

Who never lov'd before j 
Be blefl as I can make youy, ' 
I never will forfiike you, 

But love you ever-more^ * ' - ' 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



A CaUeSlion of SongT. 3^ 



•n^'i' ■:t',. 



S7;e Maiden'j O>nfolatio». 

WHAT garrs the foulifh mayde complain. 
That Willy proires a faitWcfs loonc I 
E'en let him gang his gate amayne; 
Ye'as find flill mear when he is gone. 

He was a bonny, bonny lad, tU true* 

And ibon a lais cou'd win \ 
But fen he's gone, e'en let him gai^. 

And bate th' kukc, and bate tn* hxCks z^inl 



So Lengthen Life, 

Cou'd a -man be fecure, that life wou'd indurcj. 
As ot old, a thoufand good year. 
What arts might he know, what afts might he do> 
And all without hurry or care ? 

But we, who hare but fpan-Iong lives. 

The thicker muft lay on our pleafore. 
And iince time will not flay, add the night to the day. 

And thus we may lengthen the meafure. 
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ftbt Spuing. 

FRAGRANT Fl<ya, kap, of fear, 
GpJdefs cf th yoMthfid fesr^ 
Zephyr gently courts thee now j: 
On thfbed ofrofes fi^gr 
All thf breathing fmeets iiJ^lMjhigf 
Hark ! hk amWout he$Mi Unf. 

Thus •» a fruitfiil hill, ifi the fair bloom of i^ringi 
The nniefiil CoUimt htt yoice M rufe i 

The vales re-murmur'd with his lays, 
And lift'aing bird< kiiig hoVrlBgoo the wing f 
In whifpVing fighs foft Zephyr by him flew. 
While thus the fhcpherd did his fong renew; 

tove and pleafkres gaily flowing^ 

Come, this charming fea/bn grace y 
Smile, ye fair, yottr joys befioveing, 
Sfring and youth vtllfaon be going, 

SstM the bleffings ere they fa/t. 
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V- ^ 



^be Parting 0/ Delia and Damon. 



A 



Di EUa ye pl<9L&nt ^i«t$ «nd pby^ 
Farcwd each fopg tJwit wj^5 diy^io^ 
Love tunes my pipe tp mourphil lay^ 
I fing of VelU and of Damon's parting. 

Long had he lov'd, and long conceal'd 

The dear tpxiftcmHig pl^ng p^ffip*. 
Till Delia's mildncfs had prevail'd 

On him to A)ew hi$ jodin^e. 

Juft as the fair one ficmVl tofpyc 

A patient ear to bis love ftpry, 
Damm muft his lov'd DeUa leave. 

To go in queft of tPiUboac fjiiaty, 

Half-fpoken vjrords fcaog pn caci tpngue. 
Their eyes rcJ6i5*d tjieir ufyal mcrti^gi 

And fighs fiipply'd their wonted ibng, 

Thefc charming fpjwijis wiscp ,p JwjgiJ to w:«jEJ>u^. 

Dear idol of my Ibul, .adjeu, 

Ceafe to lameut, .b»t ne'^ to Ipy^ ipLCj 
While Ddman lives, he lives for you. 
No other charms ihall ever move me. 

» Aks! 
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Alar! ivho knows, -wiicn parted far 
From De/ii»/ but you may deceive her 5 

The thought deftroys my heart with carc^ 
Adieu, mj dear, I fear, for ever I 

If ever I forget my vows. 

May then my guardian angel leave me^ 
And, more to aggravate my woes. 

Be you fb good as to forgive me. 



Infant Love Unjieady. 

LOVE, kindled in a breaft toQ young. 
Is but a wand'ring fleeting pafTionj 
In riper years it grows more ftrong. 
When rcaibn feconds inclination. 

Young Strephm did on CcglU doat. 
His tend'reft vows were all for her j 

Yet fbon his vows were all forgot. 
When charming Flavia did appear. 

So tender plants, by milder rays. 

Are cherifh'd and preierv'd 'tiH noon ^ 

But ibon their fading bloom decays. 
When ihin'd on by a warincr fim. 
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^bo T p p £ ^s Petition. 

MAY tlie gedfi be propitious, and £o mucli mj friends* 
To ftpply me with bumpers, while vigour they 
'Tis no matter to me what thej htt for my end. (lend j 

With mirth uncon&'d, let my moments Aide' on > 
Tis^in vain to repine, or our deftiny (hun: 
JUl our life's but a puff that will quickly be gone. 

Then to day let our hopes drive away dull defpair. 
And our bumpers be crown'd with fbme beautiful &ir: 
Let to morrow alone, *tis not worthy our care. 



Life Improved. 

SINCE the day of poor man* 
That iittklitdei^an, 

Tho' long it can't laft, - 

For the faturc, and paft, 
Is :5)ent with remorfc and dc^ak : 

With fuch a full glaft* 

Let that of life pafs, 

*Tis made up of trouble^ 

A ftorm, the* a bubble, 
There's no bUfi like forgcttbg W cue* ^^ 



,y Google 



40 A ColUBion of Songs. 

SUbe Bajhfia Lovers. 

AGENTL^ warmth comes o*cr my Heart, 
Short pleaiing Bghs too blow the ^e ,- 
Beauty and youth can ne'er want art 
T9 Wgitqi Qtger Iqvc'jb ^v^. 

I figh, and fhe trembles, 

Yet her eyes (hew fbmte joy, 
Whijch (he'd faia diiTemble, ^ 

By ieeming more coy : 
Pr'ythee be no more coy, 

Pr'ythee, CymlfU, my dear. 
We were made to enjoy 
^ ^^ fi¥Mt pWafiirc w« fearw 

GiLAvi7ir bififii. 

How infipid were life witl^out thpie 4<^h^^ 
In which jolly brisje ypudu ipe^ then: day^ 9pd 
their nights ? 
Unhappy grave wretches, who Uv^ by fa}i^ meaf^re^ 
And for empty vain (hadqiys re|ulc; tc^ pl^qre: 
To fuQh fools, while vaft JQ^rs^git^iirj^ty furew^tin^ 
Life's a tediowioi^ ymw, WlfaffiiSJYQr Wtipg. 

3 The 
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^be Novelist. 

QiNCE I have long lov*d you in vain, 
^ And doated on every feature. 
Give mc, at tcaft, but leave to complain 
Of fo ungrateful a creature. 

Tho* I beheld, in your wandering eyes. 
The wanton fymptoms of ranging. 

Yet I refblv'd againft being wife, 
And lov'd you in fpight of your changing* 



STfe An s w e &• 

WHY ihou'd you blame what heav'n has made. 
Or find any fault in creation? 
Tis not the crime of the fidthlcfs maid. 
But nature's inclination. 

Tis not becaufc I love you lefi. 

Or think you not a true one j 
But, if the truth I muft confefi,- 

I always lov'd a new Mie* 

you IV, E 7»# 
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u\^^\{^. 



^be Enchanting Boweil. 

WHEN the bright god of daj 
Drove to wcftward each ray. 
And the ev'oing was charming and clear;. 
The iwallows amain 
Nimbly skip*d o'er the plain. 
And our ihadows like giants appear ; 

In a jeflamine bower, 

(When the bean was in flower. 
And Zefhyrs brcathM odours around) 

Lovely Codia {he (at, 

D/ith her foog, and ^iiwt. 
And fhe charm'd all the grove with her found. 

JR^ bower Sy fhe fung, 

Whilfk the harmony rui^ 
And the birds they all flutt'riiig arrive j 

Th* induftriou^ b?ec^ 

From the flowers and trees,. 
Gently hum with their fweets to their hivei» 

Now the gay^od of loYCi 

As he flew o*er the grovc> ^ 
By Zefhyrs conducted along. 

As fhe touched on the firings. 

He beat time with his wings» 
Whiift Zeho repeated theibng. 

O yt 
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O ye mortals^ beware. 

Mow ye veQture too near> 
LbVe doubly is armed to wound : 

Your Bite you can't {hun, 

For you're ibrcly undose^ ' 
If you raihly approach near the found. 



The Alteknative. 

IF Thyllis denies me relief. 
If (he's angry, TU feek it itf wme$ 
Tho' ihe laughs at my am'rous gvlef. 
At my mihh why ihou'd (he nqpine ? 

The fy^skHmg champaign ihall f emove 
All the cares my dull foul has in ftore: 

My reafbn I loft when I kivM, 
And, by drinking, what ca&I do moref 

Wou'd P^y//w but pity mj pain. 

Or my am'rous vows wou'd appfKOve^ 
The juice of the grape I'd difdain,. 

A»l be drunk with nothing but. love. 

% »-. Off If 
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Happy MvRTiLLa 



ON a graily pillovy 
The youthful Myrtillo, 
, The youthful Myrtillo 

Tranfported was laid. 
In his arms a creature^ 
Whofe c'ery fc^iturc, 
Whofe e*ery feature 

For conqueft was tnidtk 
To his fide he clafp'd her. 
And fondly grafj/xi her». 
JbUfmMy grajfd her^ 

While fhe cry*d. Oh dear. 
Oh dear MyrtHlc^ . . . 
Had I known your will, oh! 
HaJ I known foftr wilh ah I. 

I'd never came here. 

Streams gently flowing,. 
And Zephyrs blowing, 
jtkl Zephyrs bUmingy. 

Ambroiial breeze, 
' A fwain admiring, 
And all confpiring. 
And all confpiring 

The charmer to pleaie ^ 
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w I1 he dear BTmpli complying 

* No more denying, ' . . ,» 

mlk I>lo mere denying, "^ 

■k a iilent grove: ^ 

^ Oh ! bleft Ai^rr^li/tf f 

You may, if you will ohf: - 

raw i»ii(y, if you will eh!: 
Be happy z&.Jeive, 

Now the devil's in \tr 
If fuch a minute, 
Jf fuch a minute 

The fhcpherd cou'd lofc ^ 
No, no, MyrtilUy 
Has better skill-o, 
Bms better skHLo 

His moments to chufej. 
The delightful treafurc 
Of love and pleafurci 
Of love and fleafttrer^ 

He boldly feix'd. 
And like il^//7/^ ^ .>ii<J 

He had his fill-o, "^'^ 

He had his fill-o ^ 

Of what he pleas'd. . ^ 
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CvviDS 3wo Strings. 



MY cafy heart. 
With fingle dart. 
Has no fmall anguifb found i 
But love has now. 
Two firings to's bow j 
Both wit and beauty wound. 

Such g^ns or fpears 

Who fees or hears 
Of death may take his choice. 

For tho* he flies 

Her piercing eyes, ^ 

Ae'li reach him with her voice. 

When wit pcrfuadcs. 

And beauty leads 
Our fenfes all to joy. 

Not DMs gueft 

Cou'd guard his breaft 
Againft the Qtfri^n boy. 

But if his bow. 

And arrows t«io. 
Were broken all, and k>ft. 

None cou'd withftand't. 

Her naked hand, , ^ 

They'll feci it to their coft. ' 
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^^I'J^-J^i'X.'^^V}. 



fbe Fatal Faljhood. 

OF LmfitTy fam'd for maidens hity 
Bright Ijtcy was the grace j 
Nor e'er did Li^*s limpid (beam 

Reflcft fo fweet a face : 
Till luckleis love, and pining care, 

Impair'd her rofy hue. 
Her coral lips, and damask cheeks. 
And eyes of glofly blue. 

Oh! haye you leen a lilly pale. 

When beatii^ rains deicend ? 
So droop'd the flow-confiiming maid^ 

Her life now near Its end. 
By iHcy warned, of flatt'rii^ &mm 

Take heed, ye eafy firirr 
Of vengeance due to broken vows^ 

Ye perjur'd fwains, beware. 

Three times, all ill tfie dead of night, 

A bell was heard to riagj 
And fhrieking at her window thrice. 

The raven lbp*d his wing. 

•Fo#'- 
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Too wdl the love-lorn maiden knew 
■ The £>lemn boding &und*$ 
And thus, in dyinjg words>, bj:ippke». . > ._ 
The virgins weeping round :: ^ 

* I hear a voice, you* cannot ficar,^ 

* Which fiiys, I muft not ftayj 

* I-fee a hand, you cannot fee, 
« Which beckons me^way. 

^ By a falfe heart, and broken vows, 

* In early youth I die : 

^ Was I to blame, becaufe his bride. 

* Was thrice as richc as I ^ 

* Ah, Cdm ! give not her thy vows, 
« Vows due to me alone 5 

* Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiis, 

< Nor think him all thy own. 

< To-noorrow, in the church to wed,. 

< Impatient, both prepare, 

« But know, fond maid; and know, faUe mtm^ 
. ^ That Lu<y will be there ! 

* Then bear my corfc, my comrades, bear, 
' This bridegroom blythe to nxeet,. 

* He in his wedding-trim £0 gay, 

* I in my winding-iheet.' 

She fpokej (he dy'dj her corfe was boriw 

The bridegroom blythe t6 meet. 
He in his wedding-trim fb gay. 

She in ber winding-fheet. 

Them 
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Then what were perjur'd Colin'% thoughts? 

• How^wanrtteft-nupmlffiscpt?- - - 

The bridcfmieii Acick'd round JJ*^ dead>. 

And aU the village wept. 
Confufion> (hame, remor&, deipair, 
. At once his. bofbm iwdl: 
The damps of death bedcw'd his brow. 

He ihook, he groan'd, he fell. 

From the vain bride> (ah bride no more!) 

The varying crimen fled. 
When, ftrctch'd before her rival's corfe» 

She faw her husband dead. 
Then to his iMcfs new-macte grave, " 

Convey'd by trejtnbling (wains. 
One mould with her, beneath one iod. 

For ever he remains. 

Oft at this grave, the conllant hind. 

And plighted maid are fecn i 
With garlands gay, and true-love knots. 

They deck the £icred green i 
But, fwain forfwom, whoe'er thou art^ 

This hallow'd fpot forbear 5 . 
Remember Colm's dreadful fate. 

And fea; to meet him. there. 
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Jf^ritten J^y N.Rowe, Efy-, in bis Lady s 
s^Illnefs. 

To the brook, and the willow, that heard him com- 
Jh^ willow ! wUhw ! (plain, 

[Thefe -words to be fun^ between each Line.^ 
Poor Colin went weeping, and told them his pain 5 
Sweet ftream, he cry'd, ladly FU teach thee to flow. 
And the waters (hall rife txi the brink with my woe: 
AH reftlefs and painful, my Coelia now lies. 
And counts the. fad moments of time as it flies , 
To the nymph, my heart's love, ye ibfi flumbcrs, repair. 
Spread your downy wings o'er her, and make her your 
Let me be left reftlefs, my eyes never clofe, ("care 5 
So the flcep that I lofe, give my dear one rcpofe ; 
Dear ftream ! if you chance by her pillow, to creep, 
.Perhaps your fbft murmurs may lull her to fleep : 
But if I am doomed to be wretched indeed. 
And the lofs of my charfner the fates have decreed. 
Believe me, thou fair one, thou dear one, believe j 
Few fighs to thy lofs, and few tea-'s will I givej 
t)ne fate to thy Colin and thee (hall betide 5 
And foon lay thy (hephprd down by thy cold fldc : 
Then glide, gentle brook, and to lofe thy felf haftc, 
^car this to my .willow , this verfe is my laft. 
j$/j pillow J willow ! ah willow / willow ! 

TVe 
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^m^,^. 



Sr2^ Confiant Swain^ and Virtmus Maid. 

SOON as the day begins to wafte, 
Straight to the well-known door I halle. 
And rapping there, ana forcM to flay. 
While MoUy hides her work with care, 
Adjufts her tucker, and her hair. 
And nimble Betty fcow'rs away. 

Entering, I fee, in MoUfs eyes, 
A ilidden fniiiiiig joy arife. 

As quickly <:hcck'd by virgin (hamej 
She drops a court'icy, fleals a glance. 
Receives a kiis, one ftep advance ; 
• If fuch I love, am I to blame ? 

I fit and talk of twenty things. 

Of fbuth-fea flock, or deaths of kings. 

While only Yes, or No, cries MoUy : 
As cautious Ihe conceals her thoughts. 
As others do their private faults j 

Is this her prudence, or her folly ? 

Parting, I kifs her lips and cheek, 
I hang about her fnowy neck, 

And iay, Farewcl, my deareft Mclfy; 
Yet ftill I hang, and ftill I kifs^ 
Ye learned lages, iay, is this 

In me th' effod of love, or fo^Iy ? 

F 2 Noi 



,y Google 



^2 A CoUeBtm of Songs. 

Ko j both by fobcr reafon move. 
She prudence fhcws, and I true bvc; 

No cbaf ge o€ fbU? ca& be laid : 
Then, 'till the marriage rites prockim'd 
Shall join our hands, let us be nam'd. 

The conftant fwain, and virtuous maid. 



Musidora'x Complaiffi' 

SA D Mfifidora, all in woe, 
A filent grotto fecks, 
tvjo more herfelf on plains does (howi 

But, fighing, thus flie fpeaksj 
Why was 1 born of high degree ? 

An humble (hcpherdefs 
Had been much happier far for me 
Than all this gaudy drefs, 

A fumptuous palace full of joy 

To me a duogeoo is. 
And all that mirth d«cs me aanoy. 

Which others count for i)lif$. 
Then, loft in grief, the lovely maid 

Retired from all the throng. 
And on a bank rcdin'd her head. 

While tears ran trickling down. 
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^be Sheep-Sheering. 

WHEN the roie is in bud, and the violets blow. 
When the birds fing us love-fongs on every bough j 
When couflips, and daifies> and dafFadils fpread. 
And adorn, and perfume the green flowVy mead > 
When, without the plow, fat oxen do low, 
The lads and the lafTes a fbeep-fheering go^ 

The cleanly milk-pail 

Is iiU'd with brown ale. 
Our table, our table's the grafs y 

Where we kiis aad we fiag^ 

And we dance in a ring, 
.'And cv'ry lad, ev'ry lad has his laf^ 

The (hephcrd flieers his jolly fleece^ 

How much richer tlian that which they £iy was fn- 

Tis our cloth and cur food, (Greece t 

And ovx politick blood, 
Tis the feat, 'tis the feat, which our nobles all fit on j 

'Tis a mine above ground. 

Where wir treafurc is found, 
Tis the gold, 'tis the gold and filver of Brham, 
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STpe Miser's Mifery. 

WHAT man in his wits had not rather be poor,. 
Than for lucre his freedom to give ! 
Ever fcufy, the means of hi<; Kfc to iecure. 
And fo ever negk^ting to live :. 

Inviron'd from morning to night in a crowds 

Not a moment unbent or alone j 
Conilrain'd to be abjc£t, tho' never & promt 

And at every on^'s call but his oWn. 

Still rcpinmg, and longing for quiet each hour. 

Yet Ihidioufly flying it ililf} 
Wiih the means of enjoying his wUh in his pow«v 
But accurft with bis wanting the will. 

For a year muft be paft, or a day muft be come. 

Before he has leifurc to reft > 
He muft add to his ftore this or that pretty fiinii 

And then will have time ta be bleft. 

But his gains, more bewitching, the more thcj incrcafe. 

Only fwell the defire of his eye : 
Such a wretch let mine enemy live if he pleaft. 

Let not even mine enemy die. 

Cynefi 
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Coynefs more tolerable than Pride. 

Ah, cruel beauty! dou'd you prove 
•^ More tender, or Ms fair. 
You neither wou*d provoke my love. 

Nor caufe me to. dcfpair ,• 
But your diflembling charming eyes 

My eafy hope beguiles, 
And tho' a rock beneath them lies. 

The tempting iurface fmiles. 

To what your fex on ours impos'd' 

My humble love comply'd ; 
And when my £*cret I dL\]jdos*di, 

Thought modefly dcny'd: 
Yes; fure, faid T, her yielding heart 

Partakes of my defire. 
But nicer honour feigns this part. 

To hide the ri/ing fire. 

Againft your mind, my fuit I told. 

And flighted vows rcnew'd, 
Yet you, infcniibly, were cold. 

And I but vainly woo*d 5 
Then for return a fcorn prepare. 

Or lay that frown afide : 
Aflcdied coynefs I can bear. 

But hate infulting pride, n 
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S^4 S'meets of ConUnttne}tt, . 

No glory I covet, no riches 1 want. 
Ambition is nothing to me > 
The one thing I beg of kind heav'n to grant. 
Is a miiKl independent and free. 

With paflipn unruffldd, untaiftttd with pride. 

By reafon my life iet me fquarc 5 
The wants of my nature are cheaply fiipply'd ; 

And the reft is but folly and care. 

The blcflings which providence freely has lent, 

ril juftly and gratefully prize, 
"Whilft fweet meditation and chescrful content. 

Shall make me both healthful and wife. 

JQ the pleafiires the great man's polTeflions diljplay^ 

Unenvy'd, I'll challenge my -part. 
For every fair obje£i: my eyes can furvey. 

Contributes to gladden my heart. 

How vainly, thro* infinite trouble and ftrife. 

The many their labours employ! 
Since all that is truly delightful in life, 

Is what all, if they will, may eiyoy. 
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Chance-medley^ 

s, on a fun-(hine iiimmer's day, 
I to the green wood bent my way j 
The lonely path my fancy took 
Was guided by a filvcr brook : 
And trufl me, trufi me, M J mtanu 
W^s to be fleaid^ and irmcenu. 



tfpon its floVry bank I late^ 
Rcgardlefs or of love or hate. 
So took my jpipe and'gan tQ^pJi^ 
The jolly fhfephefdrfdundelay : 
jind trnft me, trufi mt^ &c» 

All in the felf-fime (hady grOTC^ 
Youthftil S^lviA chanc'd to rov^e, 
And, by its echo led, dr^w acar» 
My rural oatenr^pe^tp -hcar^ . . 
But fitrely, furelyy all Jhe meant, &c. 

I held her by the glpwing liand, : 
She fbmething feem*d to undcrftaiid^ . 
Her fweUing fighs, her matingJook, 
That fomething too, too plainly fpokic; 
BHt trufi me, trufi me^ &«• 
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When I beheld her flender waift. 
Her iv*jry flcck,^ hwr panting bttacft. 
Her brooming check, her fparkling eye, 
Gods ! was there ought i cou'd deny : 

But juft 'till then, mU, mU I imant^ 

IVms tp bi fliaid, and imoctnt. 

When I her charms Sad wander'd o*cr;^ 
My heart was then my own no more j. 
Into her circling arms T fell :. 
What Mow'd then, I da|;c not tellj. 
We mdj htit Win in th' events 

mupUsMiffi^tfiimcifiu. 



O" 



StUe PajffscHat^ Xovfen/ 

|h! forbear to bid me flight her 5 " 
Soul and ienies take her part*^ 
Cou d my death itfelf delight her, ' 

Life wou*d leap to leave my heart: 
Strong, tho' foft, a lover's chain, 
Charm'd with love, and pleased with paim 

Tho* the tender flame were dying. 
Love wou'd light it at her eyesj 

Or, her tuneful voiC€ applying, 
Thro* my ear, my foal fiirpriz*. 

Deaf, I fee the fate I ihun! 

Blind, I hear ——and am undone! 



ftHe 
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^e Gratrfnt Toast. 

T E T the waiter bring clean glades,. 
■■— ' With a frcih fupply of winc^ 
For I^^ by aU your bets. 
In my wifhes you will join. 

It is not the charms of beauty 
Which I purpofe to proclaim j 

We a while will leave that duty. 
For a more prevailing theme.^ 

To the health Tm now propoiiflg,! 

Let*s have one fiill glafs at Icaft 5. 
No one here can think't impofing, 

'Tis the founder of our feafL 



5rJ> make the Befi of Ttmr* 

MORTALS, feize your fleeting trcafiire, . 
Only found in love's ioft plea&re y 
Make the mod of life you can : 
Quick, enjoy— —(it is but rcafbn) z' 
Every inch, in youth's gay feafbni. 
Of your narrow, narrow fpan. 
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Wine preferrd to Love* 

' F to love and good wine 
Your heart !hou*d incKne, 
CxeitBacchus gives th' only true plcafiircf 

The follies of love 

Will quickly remove ^^ 
'Tis drinking has joys above mealurej^ 

All friendfbip is here : 

Come, kifs me, my dearj 
t^Q embrace like a Iblid M ^3&v 

By love you can ^in 

No more but a'diain, ' 
And then you will Idc^ like an s^ 

See! look on this wme; 

The charms are divine, 
yhirh ev£r tkzU "frmt«* to invite jc^ 

Tis pure, without art. 

No twcks, or feliJb heart. 
And never will fail to delight ye. 
. Fond love is a bubble, * 

A toil, and, a trouble. 
It brings neither profit nor eafc; 

To Bacchus we'll iing, 

Always young as the ipringj 
Ti* wine that adds length tp our days. 
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C^or. Fill, fill every one his gjafi. 

About then let it pafsj . 

A pox of love, there's nought but dulnefs in it . 
A bumper gives the oolj happy minnte. 



Oh the Duke o/Mab.lboroug5* 

COME, let a chearful glafs go round, . 
To England's brave retriever 5 
Let all our cares in this be drown*di 
Curfe on the unbeliever. 

Pale envy yields to his defcrt ; 

United, whig and tory 
Are both agreed to bear a part 

In ecchoing of his glory. 

IngUnd's belov'd GermMtcus^ 

Bavaria's fcourge and ruin; 
Who came, and faw, and conquered thus» 

Great C^fafs fteps purfiiing;* 

Worthy of all wc can beftow, 

Diftinguiih'd by her favour^ 
To whom we all our bleflings owe, 

Next to the gods, who gJive her: 



tks 



,y Google 



62 A ColleSlton of Songs. 

^e Knights of tie ^kt h. 

MY maftcrs, give car. 
And a ftory you'll hear. 
Of a fine rarec-ihcw, and a garter j 
Ke'er was fecn fiicli a fight. 
Since Tom Thumb was a knight. 
In the days of our noble king Arthur. 

Jn the abbey that day. 

They did aU things but pray: 
There were ale, cakes, and gin, for the rabble ^ 

Such doings unclean 

In a place ne'er were feen. 
Since the time that old TstuVs was a liable. 

The way that they took 

Was thro' an old crooked nook. 
In order they might not be icen-/» 5 

Long fcaflblds had ^hey. 

To ihew them the way. 
Where they feldom or never had been-i». 

They all walk'd ; for the prince 

Did with riding diQ>enfc, 
And with bathing a troublefbme rite-*: 

For he knew 'twas in vain. 

They'd ne'er be wafh'd clean. 
No more than a blackamoor white-4« 

'Ti5 
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•Tis true that they took 

A ftrong oath on a book. 
In the times of old popery known-zi^ 

To ber be true all their lives, . 

To maids, widows, and wive?. 
And all ladies 5 excepting their own-i». 

Which oath if they broke. 

Then the fbvereign*s cook 
Was to hack of the ^ur of cachdon-ii; 

But 'tis well if he cou*d. 

For his eyes mufl: be good 
7o fee ^hat they had any on-i». 

Now this being done. 

They to dinner did run. 
With ftomachs fb fharp, and £0 keen-zi^ 

As they u/cd to do. 

Without gracd they fell to, 
Ne'er minding the chaplain, their dean-4« 

To finifli it all. 
They at night had a ball, ' 
Where the ladies were drcfs'd to receive ^cm : 
What further was done. 
Is better unknown, 
,.So it's decent that there we fliou'd leave 'em.' 
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A Lejfon fcr the L a » i ku 

WHEN deceitful lovers lay 
At thy feet their fuppKant heartt. 
And their (hares fpread to betray 

Thy beft treafurc with their arts, 
Credit not their flattering vowsj 
Love fiich perjury allows. 

When they with the choiceft wealth 

Nature boafts of have poflcis^d thee. 
When with flow'rs, their verfes.ftcalth. 

Stars or jewels do inveft thee j . 
Truft not to their borraw'd ftore, 
Tis but lent to make thee poor. 

When with pocnas they invade thec^ 

Sigh thy praifes or difdaini 
When they weep , or wou'd pcrfuade thcc^ 

That their flames begetr that isaioi. ■ 
Let thy bteaft no bait& let ini ' 
Mercy's only here a fin. 

Let no tcars,or off'ring& mpsc thyee» 

All thofe 6lnnmg charms avoid $ 
For that wealth for which they love thee* 

They wou'd flight if once epjoy'd > 
Guard thy unrelenting moAi 
None are cruel but the kind. 

? A 
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A King at Arms Difarmd at Law. 

Occaiion'd by 

A late Trial at Guild-hall. 

YE fair injured nymphs, and ye beaux who deceive 
*em. 
Who with pafllon engage, and without reafbn leave 'em, 
Draw near, and attend, how the hero I fing 
Was foiled by a girl, tho* at arms hi was king. 

Deny down, &c, 

Crefts, motto's, fupporters, and bearings knew he, 
And deeply was ftudied in old pedigree? 
He wou'd fit a whole evening, and not without rapture. 
Tell who begot whom, to the end of the chapter. 

Berry down, &c. 

In forming his tables, nought griev'd him, but fdely. 
That this man died cmlebs, and thaxfine prole: 
At laft, having trac'd others families down. 
He began to have thoughts of increafing his own. 

Derry down, Sec. 

A daijifel he chofe, not too flow of belief. 
And fain wou*d be decm'd lier admirer in chief: 
He bUxm'd hisfmtl and the fum of his tale. 
Was, hisjield and her fields joined farty per pale, 

Derry down, &c. 

Vol. IV. G In 
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In difTrcnt ftile, to tie fal&r tTie Hodfe, 
He next wou*d attack her in foft billet-doux : 
His argent andfahU were laid aUde quite ; 
Plain englijh he wrote, and in plain hlack and white. 

Derry down, &c^ 

Againft £nc)i atehievement^, what beauty. ciu'd jfenrc? 
Or who wou*d have thought it was all but pretence ? 
flis pain to relieve, and fulfil his dciire, • 
The lady agreed to join hands with the *{quire. 

Derry down, 8cc, 

The 'fquire, in a fret, that the jeft went £o fo, 
'C6niidcr*d/ with fpeed, how to put in a Sarr : 
His words bound him not, fince hers>did not confine her ^ 
And that is plain law, becaufe mifs is a minor. 

Derry down, &e. 

Mifs briskly reply'd, that the law was too hard. 
If ihe who is minor, may not be a ward: 
In law then confiding, ihe took it upon her. 
By jullice to mend thofe foul breaches of honour. 

Derry dawn, 8«r. 

She handled him fb, that few wou'd (I warrant,) 
Have been in his coat, on fojkevelefs an errand: 
She made him give bond for ftamp'd argent and or j 
And failed his Jl:ield, with guUi blazMn'd before. 

Derry down, &c. 

Ye 
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. Te Iftcraldsy produce, from the time oH thsi^msm^ 
In all yoae records, iuch a bale noo-per&rmance : 
Or if without inftance tlie caft is we touch on 5 
Let this be fet down as a ^lot in his *fcutcheon. 



S'be Tables ^um'd. 

Su E to Coelia for the favour. 
Why fhou'd poor deluded man? 
As if he were ible receiver. 
And returned no blifs again. 

Were not love condemned to blindnefs. 

Surely he wou'd quickly find, 
Tho* to him (he feigns the kindneis. 

She is to hcrfelf moil kind. 

Let us banifh then the ia(hion,< 

And be reiblutely brave i 
Since it is their inclination. 

Let *em ask before they have. 
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^0 Mrs, M. H. On her working a Coat 
in Silks. 

WHEN Mira^s hand's Her needle tfiread. 
What g;audy fcenes our cy^s furprixej 
To view a grove or flowVy bed 
Beneath her fnowy fiiigcrs rife ! ; 

In every leaf fuch beauties dwelt 

So fair they fprcad, £o full they bloom; 

Her skilful fingers far excell 

The p^iinter's quill, or artifl*s loom. 

On the rich bed frefli rofes.bI6wn> 

The jafraine and the, myrtle meet. 
And, as they minglg, fcem to own 

More fair her cheek, her breath more fwect. 

That lilly from her hand ^e took , 
^Which with the fhow in whitenefs vies-j. 

That bright carnation from her look j 
That Ihining arn'rant from her eyes. 

Thofe opening buds, but half re3?cal'd, 

That^promife foon a fairer hue^ 
Shew like her breads with lawn conccal*d, 

Which boaft their fweets and fbftncfs too. 

WllAt 
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What tho' the abfent fan-, retired. 

The naked field no longer warms ^ 
Eachblollom, by her art infpir'd. 

Opens as wide, as gjiiJy charms. 

'thy flow'rs for ever hold their prime; 

Nor frofts, nor chilling winters fear ;. 
Since near thy hoop, that happy clime,. 

'Tis fpring or fiinamer all the ycai^. 

Pity, lov'd maid, that envious years. 

Thy youth fhou'd. hurt, thy fweets confume : 

When wrought by thee, each bud appears . 
UocBang'd, and always in its bkx>mi 

Each youth with thee muft furely grieve 

The partial rigour of the sky ; 
That Mirn*s works- muft blooms and live,. 

When Af/ri»*s beauties fade and die. 

A few fair months our gardens charm;. 

Now flouriih, and anon decay: 
Each feafbn on thy coat is warm. 

And every verdant month is Mn^. 

Let autumns then the lilly hide. 

Our rofcs blaft, our myrtles chill": 
When feated clofe to AA>/»'s fide, 

'Tis fune, or fragrant ji^rU ftill. 

yi^loffioud 
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Vi£lorious nymph! whole 'liand has done 
Beyond weak nature's famtcr power : 

Waking each pliint without the fiin^ 
Swelling each bud -without the (bower. 

When every field \jt£\6c is feen 

Robb'd of its pride, we here behold 

Gay fpreading ftems of lively green, 
And yellow fruit of ripeokig gdd. 



Wit and Beauty too bard a Matob. 

WHEN from her beauty -long Fve ftrove 
To free my doatipg i^rt. 
Her wit brings back my flying love. 
And charms it down by art. 

Then, when her wit iVe often failed. 

With one commanding vifw, 
I'm by her eyes again be^guil'd. 

And captive took anew. 

Her wit alone were vain j alone- 
Kcr beauty wou'd not do ; 

But what the devil can be done^ 
- With wit and beauty top ? 
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itbe Paup£k*j Comfort 

Lo 7 E is now become a trade. 
All its joys are bought and fold j 
Money is a feature made. 
And beauty is confined to gold, 

Courtfhip is but terms of art } 
Portion, fcttlcnEient, and dower. 

Soften the moft obdurate iicart } 
The lawyer only is the wooer. 

My ftock can never reach a Xirife ,• 

It may a fmall retailing ^kore : 
Let men of fortune buy for \ik, 

Ar night's -a jurchafe^ tbg poor. 



Lothajlia'j? Excethnte. 

VAINLY now ye ftrive to charm ine. 
All ye fwccts of blooming May^ 
How fhou'd empty fun-lhine warm me. 
While Lofharia keeps away? 

Go, ye warbling birds, go leave aae; 

Shade, ye clouds, the fmiling sky : 
Sweeter notes her voice can give mc i 

Softer fuQ-fhine fills her eye. 
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Power of Love and Good IVine. 

FILL all the glallcs, fill 'em high. 
Drink, drink, and defy all pow*r but Love : 
Wine gives the (lave his liberty, 

But Lave makes a (lave of thundVing Jove, 

Drink, drink away, 

Make a night of the day y 
Tis nedlat, 'tis liquor divine i 

The pleafures of life. 

Free from anguiih and flrife. 
Are owing to love and good wine. . 



Xma&yllis admonifl/d. 

Fi E AmarylUsrC^Cc to griev>. 
For him thou never canft retrieve j 
Wilt thou figh for one that flics thee ? 
Scorn the wretch that bve denies thee,. 

Call pride to thy aid. 

And be not afraid 
Of meeting a fwain that is kind> 

As handibme as he, . 

Perhaps he may b«, 
At leafi a more generous nund.. 
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9%e TktTTH in Wine. 

1 1 L L the bowl with fbcams of pleaiurc. 
Such as Gallia's vintage boaft 5 
Thcfe are tides that bring our treafiire \ 
Love and friendfhip be the toaft. 



F 



Firft, our miftreffes approving. 

With bright beauty crown the gkfs ; 
He, that is too dull for loving, 

Muftyin friendfhip, be an a(s. 

Tylades is with Oreftes 

Said to have one common ibul. 
But the meaning of the jcft is 

In the bottom of the bowl. 

Thus, by means of himcft driidung» 
Often is tbe truth found out. 

Which wou'd coft a w<»ld ot thmkiag i 
Spare your pains/ and drink about. 



sfe 
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PEjin Owrcojne. 

THE evening flreak'd, like an apple, & his. 
Invited me into a meadow. 
Thro' which I did wander, I hardly knew whcr^ 
Till bright Cynthials rays made .a iliadow. 

At a diftance a voice did alarum my ibul, . 

With a fbnnet fb fbft and fb pleafing. 
That quite thrtf each vein the ^eet mufick did roH, 

And my heart it did thump without ceafing. 

Attraction, that draws a man more than a team, . 

Condudted me to a tall willow. 
Where under its whiftling boughs, near a ftream, ^ 

A young maiden had chofe a foft pillow. 

My ihadow appeared, and it ftartled the maid. 

Who quickly aroft, and was flying $ 
But fbrait, I cry*d, Goddefs, O be not afraid. 

For it's Fm ki moft danger of dymg. * 

The nymph, in her hurry, ftrait flew to my armt. 
All trembling and panting, £0 frighted : 

She {aid to me. Sir, I pray ikvut me from harms> 
That threaten a virgin beniglited. 

2 On 
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On the inflant I fell on my knees, and did iwear 
By her beauty that ihone in each feature. 

That no more ihe fhou'd fear eithrr danger or care. 
Nor regret that I ever did meet her. 

With words that were like iugar-candy Co iwcct, 

I mov'd her till ihe did fit by me. 
On the falihood of men fbme time ihe did treat. 

And each motion of love did deny mCi 

Tin believing, at length, by my prefTmg complaint. 
That I lov'd her as any man cou'd do. 

On the bank ihe reclinmgly tell, as tho^ faint. 
While I aded as every man ihou'd do« 



Love a iempfi. 

Love's a tcmpeH:, life the ocean, 
PafTions crofl the deep deform $ 
Rude and raging tho' the motion. 
Virtue fcarlcfs braves the ftorm : 

Storms and tempers may blow over* 
And fubiide to gentle gales j 

So the poor defpairing lover. 
When leail hoping, oft prevails. 
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S'be LovEn'j Enqutfjn 

STAY, (hepherd, ftay, I pr'ythce ftajr, -' 
Did not you fee her go this way? 
Where can fhe be, can you not giicls ? 
Alas! Tvc loft my fhephcrdefs. 

1 fear fome fatyr has betray'd 
My wand'ring nymph out of the fhadci 
Oh, woe is me ! I am undone. 
For in the (hade (he was my fun. 

The pink, the violet, and the role. 
Strive to falute her as (he goes$ 
Nay, be content to kifs her (hoe. 
The primrofe and the dazey too. 

Oh, woe is me! what muft I do? 
Or who muft I complain unto ? 

Mfcthinks the valleys cry, Forbear, 
And fighing fey, She is not here. 

Oh! what (hall I, unhappy, do? 
Or who muft I complain unto ? 
Where may (he be, can you not gucfi? 
Where may 1 find my (bepherdcfs ? 
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iVarning to the Fair. 



As Flavia, in the fleeting glais. 
Beheld the ruins of her iface. 
She iigh*d, and on her arm her head 
Reclining, thus, with tears, (he faid. 

* Be warn*d by me, ye beauteous fair? 
fl Nor live to know my juft defpair : 

« When youth and beauty call, obey, 
« Nor for a fecond fumnfions ftay. 

* Once I was young, as you are now, 

* Like you wore fcorn upon my brow, 

* Like you was lov*d of every fwain, 
•^ Who ligh'd unheeded, g iz'd in vain. 

* Ah foolifh pride! ah partial fiite! 

* Ah youth, that wont on beauty wait \ 

* Say all, and tell poor Flavia why, 

* The fwains that lov'd her from her fly f 

* Why, when contending rivals ftrove» 

* (And happy who cou'd Flavia move!)^ 

* Did I not then, as now I do, 

* Think beauty the adorer's due. I 
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•< Or ratber why, fincc now I know 
' What 'tis to laugh at Cufid's bowj 

* Am I deprived of all thofe charms, 

• That iat the rival world in arms? 



^be Caufe of Coyness. 

HE himfelf courts his own ruin, 
That with too great paffion fues 'em ^ 
When men whine too much in wooing, 

Women will lile coquets ufe 'em : 
Some, by this way of addrefHog, 
Have the fcx fo far tranfported. 
That they'll fool away the blcfling. 
For the pride of being courted* 

Jilt and fmile when we adore 'em. 

While fome blockhead buys the favour > 
Prcfents have more power o'er *em. 

Than all our loft l^ve and labour : 
Thus, like zealots, with fcrew'd faces. 

We our fooling make the greater. 
While we cant; long-winded graces,. 

Othelrs they M to the creature. 
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^e Heart and Eye at Variance^ 

WHILST <ia'An^ntor*& form Tgaze, 
And liften to his voice> 
Sfrefbw in vain his wealth di/plays, 
Ifii^t leaves no^room for choice. > > 

But oh, the force of pom]^ and (hew! # 

How fickle women are! 
Let bat Ammtm'/kom m& goy n 

My eyes for- wealth declare* 

Qaick then, Amintor, to me fly, < 

With boldnefs play thy part j 
The gaudy profpcdl charms my, eyf , > 

But love alone my heart* 



, Every Man's Goose a Swan. 

FOND husbands, I charge ye, to night> 
Each cheriih his fair in his arms. 
When clofely, for fear of a fpright. 
They hug ye with tender alarms. 

The word is For Setter far wor/e 

The rovers this Icflbn fhou'd con j 
Let each, to avoid a wife's curfe. 

Still take his own go<fe for zfwan, 

H 4 The 
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Go^ happy flow'xs, CairmM &ki. 
Ye hyacinths, and violets bkw» 
Your fwaetcft odours gently ihed 
Oa StufM^t fMnDcter fie than you* 

Strephojn the gift with thiiftk* fccciv'd. 
The gift his thanks more precious taade i- 

Corinna fmil'd j for (he believ*d, 
(Miftakcn fair ! ) what Strefhon fiid^ ' ' 

With LaurA now tt cards he p1ay$, 

The gaudy nofegay lying by; 
*rtie nofegay Laura's eye furveys. 

He guefs'd her meaning in her eye. 

And go, too happy flow'rs, he faid. 

Ye hyacinths, and violets blue, 
Your fweetcft odours gently Ihed 

On Laura, fwecter far than you. 

To 
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7^ SvirViA Fravming 

Ah! Sylvia,, never baulk my pka£ure. 
To make xny eager paffion rUc $ 
The prudent clm^ no fairy treafiuse^ 

That always froin poE^on fl jes : 
If you'd therefore look more killing. 

Drive thofe fiillen frowns aws^ v 
In the fmiling nymph, that's willing" 

AH is charming^ all is gay ,- " 
Confetiting bludics fpread the growing fir^ 
And, with frelh fiiel, ftill fiipply defir^* 



3%e Old CoQ^tTKT. 

TH E old coquet, whom time, in vain, 
Wou-d botv beneath his iron reign» 
With wanton airs, attempts to move^ 
In youthful hearts, the warmth of lovci 
Her naked breafts in vain, are £hewn« 
No eyes attrading but her own j 
Her own, their former luftrc gone. 
Gaze, but are not gaz'd upon ; 
Sad change! at once, in thee, we view 
The lover and the miflrefs too« 
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fbe Unacctovkta'bxe. 

YE niq>herd5 and nymplis, that adorn the gay plain, 
Approacli from your ^rt^ and attend ^o my (bain ^ 
Amongft a]l your niunbcr, a lover & true 
Was ne'er £> uadonei with' fiicli bLi& in his view. 

< 

Was ever a nympH £o hard-hearted as mine ? 
She knows me fiatere, and {he fees how I pine $ 
She does not diiclain me, nor frown in her wrath. 
But calmly^ ax4f mildlya refigns me to death. 

She calls me her friend, but her lover denies; 
She fmiles when I'm chearful, but hears not my fighs : 
A boibm fb flinty,. ib gentle an air) 
Inipires me with hope, and yet bids me de^>air ! . 

I M at her feet» and implore her with tears; 
Her anfwer confounds, while her manner indearsj 
When fbftly (ha tcHs me to hope no relief. 
My trembling lips bkfs her, in fpite of my grief* 

By mght while I flumbcr, ftill haunted with care, 
I fhrt up in anguifh, and figh for the fair : 
The fiur fleeps in peace \ may fhe ever do ib ! 
And only, when dreaming, imagine my woe. . 

Thctt 
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Then gaze at a diftance, nor farther alpire. 
Nor think fhe fhou'd love whom (he cannot admire i 
HuHi all thy complainings and, dyisg her flave. 
Commend her to heaven, and thy fclf to the grave. 



^0 a Jealous Husbakji. 

TELL me, Siltnoy why you fill 
With fiuicied woes your life ? 
Why's all your time expended Ml 
In thinking, or in taUdng ill 
Of your too virtuous wife? 

For, faith> I can't fie to what ettd 

You keep her up fo cIoie$ 
Nor how you cou'd yourfelf offirod^ 
That, like a iiiail, my gloomy friend* 

You never leave your houJfe. 

Ah ! were ihe but advis*d by me,- 

Her many taunts and: fcoms 
With intVeft (hou'd refunded be 5 
She'd make a perfe^ inail of thee. 

By decking thee with horns. 




Oh 
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On a Lady fiung hy a Bee. 

As Cxlia in her gatden ftray*d, 
Secure, nor dreamt of harm^ 
A bee apptotchfd the lovely maid. 
And refted on her arm. 



The curious infed thither flew; 

To tafte the tempting bloomj 
But with a thousand fweets ia vfew; 

It found a fudden doom. 

Her nimble hand of 1ft benoav'tf 

The darmg little things 
But, firft the fhowy arm recciv^ife . 
And felt the painful fling. 

Once only cou*d that fting furprize^ 

Once be injurious found : 
Not ib the darts of CcsUm's eyes» 

They never ceaie to wousuk. 

Oh ! wou*d the fliort-livM burning fmart 

The nymph to pity move. 
And teach her to regard the heart 

She fires with endlefs lovew 
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Love and D^/pair accounted for. 

WHILE, from my looks, fair nymph, you gads 
Yhc fccrct paffions of my mind. 
My heavy eyes, you fay, confefs, 
A heart to love and grief inclined : 

There needs> alas ! but litde art. 

To have this fatal fecret found ; 
With the fiime eafe you threw the dart, 

'Tis certain you may (hew the wound. 

How can I fee you, and not love. 

While you as opening eaft are fair ? 
While cold as northern blafk you provq, 
How can I love and not defpair ? 

The wretch in double fetters bound. 

Your potent mercy«may relcafe : 
Soon, if my love but once were crown*d. 

Fair prophetefs, my grief woa'd cs^ 
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Ai'vice to British Nymphs. 

YE nymphs ofBrham, to whofc eyes 
The world admits the glorious prize 
Of "beauty to be duci 
Ah! guard it with affidudus care» 
Let neither flattery infhare. 
Nor weikh your hearts fubdue. 

Old Bromh*$ rank'd among the beausi 
Young Cynthlo iblitary goe^ ' 

Unheeded by the fair i 
Ask you then what this pref rence gives ? 
"Six FlsnJerj mares the former drives. 

The latter but a pair. 

Let meaner things be bought and fold. 
But beauty never truck'd for gold j 

Ye fair, your value prove ! 
And, fince the world's a price too low, 
like heav'n, your ecftafies beftow 

On confbmcy and love. 

But fHH, ye gen'rous maids^ beware. 
Since hypocrites to heav'n there are. 

And to the beauteous too : 
Do not too eaiily confide^ 
Let every lover wcU be try'd. 

And well reward the mxe. 
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C L o E* J ISxceJUnce. 

WHAT-c'er I do, wherc-c'cr I go; 
My Che's all my darling theme } 
By day no other tixought I know, ' 
By night no other pleafing dream* 

The flow'rs, that paint the fragrant mead. 
Are emblems of my blooming dearj 

My Clce there I famdy read. 
For lloTM fmiles lefi winning fiun 

The ipicy gales, which fan the leaves. 
And gently curl the cryflal flood, 

rDefcribe my Che when (he breathes 

Ten thoofand fweets throughout the wood. 

The birds, that hail the genial ^*ng. 
And warbling grace caich vocal fpray, 

Surpafs'd by CUe, hang the wing. 
And ccafe the various trilling lay. 

The Umb, that slcips with bounding heels. 

Along the dewy verdant plain, 
Mj Cloe's innocence reveals, 

Mj Chi'i pleafant ^rightly vein* 
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Beauty «iad QnSky in ample grac^ 

111 fuU perfe&ion gaily dreft. 
Charm us in 'Clc$*s mind and f^ce. 
And fweetly rob us of our reft. 

MimrvA wife, and Vimm fair. 

Have jointly formVl the dangerous maid ; 
Fly then, ye fwains, nor pry too near. 

To gaze, alas ! is to be dead. 



^e Complaint. 

WHEN firft you took my heart as a prize, 
Due to the pow'r of your cenq*ring eyes ; 
If ever I thought my captivity fweet, 
Twas when you allowed me to lie at your feet. 

But now £q ungrateful you are grown. 
All my kind ferviccs you difbwns 
And when that I ask you to lengthen my chain. 
You always anfwer me. Love has no pain. 

Oh! did you know but the pain I endure, 
Sure you wou'd never deny me the rurej 
But fince it is fo, I muft hope for no eafc, 
Since my phyficiaa won't knovv my difeafc. 
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9^^ Coble rV Et$d. 

AcoBLER there wa5> and he liv*d in a ftall. 
Which ferv'd him for parlour, for kitchea> and 
No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate» (hall* 

No ambition had he, nor dui;^ at his gate» 
Verry dfftm^ Avwn^ domn^ dtrry down* 

Contented he work'd, and h^ thought himfeU hippy. 
If at night he cou'd purchafe a jug of brown nappy, 
HeM laugh then, and whiftie, and iing too mod fwcct. 
Saying, Jull to a hair, I've made both ends meet> 
Berry down, &c. 

But love, the difturber of high and of low, 
That (hoots at the pealant, as well as the beau. 
He (hot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart j 
I wi(h it had hit fi>me more ignoble part, 
Derry dovm, 8cc. 

It was from a cellar this archer did play. 
Where a buxom young damfcl continually lay ; 
Her eyes (hone fb bright when Ihe rofe every day, 
That fhe fhot the poor cobler quite over the way, 
Verry down, &c. 

Vol. IV. I He 
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He (ling her lovc-fbngs as he Qx at his work, 
6ut (he Was as hard as a ytm, or a Tttrki 
When ever he fpoke, fhe wou'd flounce and wou'd tear. 
Which put the poor cobler quite into delpair, 
Derry down, &c. 

Me took up his aul, that he had in the world. 
And to make away with himfelf was reiblv'dj 
He pierc'd thro* his body inftead of the file. 
So the cobler he dy'd, and the bell it did toll, 
Derry ihvm, &c.. 

And now, in good will, I advife, as a friend. 
All coblers take notice of this collier's end: 
Keep your hearts out of love, for we find by what's 
That love brings us all to an end at the laft, (paft, 

D^ny down, down, down, derry down. 



S^ attain a Long Life. 

QOME, hear nie, my boy, haft a mind to live long. 
Take a doie of brisk claret, and part of a fong> 
A gcn*rous heat good wine does impart. 
And time to good mufick is beat by^ the heart : 
Let each be content with his own proper ftore. 
And keep ourfelves honeft, tho' the world keeps as 
poort 
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In Ptaife of Claret. 

IN fpite of love, at kngth T fiod, 
A miftrefs that can plcalc mcj 
Her humour free and unconfin'd. 

Both night and day (he'll cafe m€\ 
No jealous thoughts difturb my miad^ 
Tho' (he's enjoy'd by all mankind: 
Then drink, and never ^are it, 
*Tis a bottle of good claret. 
Chor. Then drink y 8cc. 

If yoaf tliFoi'^ her t^YxA charsi^ 

Her )itt\c mouth difcovcr. 
Then take her Wuihmg to your arnis. 

And ufe her like a lover j 
Such liquor ihe*il diftil from thence. 
As will tranfport your raviih'd kniib : 
Then kiis, and«iiever ipare it, 
'Tis a bottle of good ckrct.. 

Cho», Thtn kifs, &c. 

But, beft oi all! ihe has no tongue, 

Submiflive (he obeys mej 
She*s better old by tar than young. 
And ftill to fmiling fways mej 
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Her skin is fmooth, complefbion black. 
And has a moil delicious fmack : 
Then kifs^ and neve fpare it, 
Tis a bottle of good claret. 
Chor. Then kifi, &c. 

If you her excellence wou'd tafte. 

Be fure you life her kind, fir ^ 
Clap your hand about her waifl:> 

And raiie her up behind, fir ^ 
As for her bottom aever doubt* 
Pu(h but home, and you'll find it out : 
Then drink, and never fpare it, 
*Tis a bottle of good claret. 

Chor. Then ikink, &c. 



Slbe Lover' J Death. 

MY R T I L L o, am'rous, young, and gay» 
The beauteous Flsvia lov*d 5 
Sighing at her feet he lay* 4 

Till fighs her pity mov'd. 

My fair, he cry'd, your lover dies, 

If you refufe yoiir charms : 
Pic when you plcafe, the nymph replies i 

But die in Flavia's arms. 
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On bis MisTXESs who Squints. 

FEW can avoid the common lOs 
Attending cruel eyes, " 
And fewer theft when ^Ivia kill^ 
Or ruins by furprize. 

Th' admiring crowd approach the (ur. 

And do with wonder gaze. 
And none fufpe^^ a danger there» 

She looks £6 many ways. 

Thus the fair tyrant, in diiguifiv s 

Secures the heedlefi (wain *, 
And when he's dazzled by her eyesy 

Unknown, puts on her chaia 

Sp porcupines, from every part. 

Their arrows do let fly, 
WhilA we, regardlefs of the dart. 

Are wounded by't, and die. 
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WiKE before Love^ 

BRING, bring my miflreffi to mj arms. 
Let me the flask embrace; 
Here are the true, the pow'riittl cbanna^ 
And none in Coelia*s hce. 

How bright, how fparklii^g art her eyes ! 

How fragrant is her breath! 
Kiis me, my love, my life, j(he criesy 

Preis me, my dear, to death. 

The flowing joys have reached my heartr 

They- glide thro* every veiaj 
What heat, what ftrengthy does wine impart! 

What pleafiire without pain I 

While, love, how frail are all thy joys! 

How £bon do they expire^! 
He loies all, who but enjoys » 

What feeds, puts out the firei» 
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Ever Fair^ Ever Toung. 

-^jrr H £ N Sytfv90^'s charms were in their bloom, 
V r I was an early ilave. 
And ^w enough to know my doom, 
Th:^ I mud die ere I prefiime 
To tell what I wou'd have. 

Her eyes were flames that fcorch*d my heart. 

Her voiie m^ fenfes won \ 
Her wk, her humour, bore a part. 
Without defign, diiguiic, or art. 

To (hew I was undone. 

Abfcnce I thought might eaie my t^t^ ' 

Or make her charms lefs ftrongj 
Or time her beauty might impair : 
But fhe.who always will be fair. 

For ever muft be young. 
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S'be Lady' J S'bree ftbings. 

Tuo' ladies look gay, when of beauty they boafi* 
And mUcTS are envy'd> when wealth is increased i 
The vapours oft kill all the joys of a toaft> 
And the miler's a wretch, when he pays for the feaft. 

The pride of the great, of the ribh, of the fair. 
May pity befjpeak, but envy can't move} 

My thoughts are no farther afpiring. 

No more my fond heart is deflring, 
Than freedom, content, and the mian that I love. 



Eoccellency rf Virtue. 

Is there on earth a pleafiire 
Dearer than virtue's fame? 
In vain's the real treafurie. 
When we have loft the same. 

Then let each maid maintain it, 

'Twill ask the niceft care; 
Once loft, fbe'll ne'er regain it. 

All, all is then defpair. 
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S['be Entbufiafiick Toper. 

^^oME, here's to the nymph that I lovc> 
^^ Away, ye vain fbrrows, away. 
Far, far from my bofbm be gone. 
All there ihall be pleafant and gay. 

Far hence be the iad and the pcnfiTc ;. 

Come, fill up your glafles around } 
We*ll drink till our iaccs be ruddy. 

And all our vain fbrrows are drown'd^ 

*Tis done ; and my fancfs exalting. 

With every gay blooming delire } 
My blood with ardour is glowing. 

Soft pleafures my bofbm infpire. 

My foul now to love is diflblvlngi 

Oh fate ! had I here my fair charmer, 
I*d clafp her, I'd clafp her fb eager. 

Of all her difdain I'd (lifarm her. 

But hold j what has Love to do here. 

With his troops of vain cares in array? 
Avaunt, idle penfive intruder 

He triumphs, he will not away. 

Vol.* IV. K VI 
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ril drown him, come, give me a bumper; 

Young CufU, herc*s to thy coAfafio^^^p*— 
Now, now he*s departmg, he's vanquilh'di 

Adieu to his anxious ddufion. 

-Come, jolly god ]Sacchus, here's to thec-i 
Huzza, boys, huzw, boys, huzza! 

Sing lo, fmg To to B^chus, 
Hence, all ye dull thinkers, withdraw. 

Come, what fhou*d we do but be jovial? 

Come, tune up your voices and fing ; 
What foul is fo dull to be ieavy. 

When wine fets our fancies oa wing? 

Come, pgafus lies m this bottle. 
He'll mount us, he'll mount us oa highi 

Each of us a gallant young Ter/eus, 
Sublime we'E afcend to the sky. 

Come, mount, or adieu j I arifc. 
In feas of wide aether Vm drownM; 

The clouds for beneath me arc failing. 
I fee the fphcres whirling around. 

What darknefs, what rattling is this ! 

Thro* Chaos' dark regions I'm hurl'dj 
And now — oh! my head it is knock'd 

Upon ibme confounded new world. 



Now, 
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NoT«^ now thefe dark Ihadca arc retiring, 

See, 7onder bright blazes a ftei 
Wii^e -am' H '-^^ itehold- tht'Tm^reum, 

With flaming light ftreaming from far! 



Ctoi'j Moderation. 

LB T Other beauties boaft in vain* ' 
How they a heart infharc. 
Which they by artful means obtain. 

And but prefcrve with carej 
Whilil CUey with refifUcfs powV, 

Does all mankind fubdue : 
As are her conquefts every hour* 
So are her charms flill new. 

Yet (he, for whom £o many die> 

Negleding does fiirprize* 
As loth the utmofl force to try. 

Of her vi^orious eyes^ 
Her influence (he does moderate. 

And fbme in pity ipare, 
. That beauties of a lo\yer rate 

May have a little ihare. 
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S^be ^00 Curious Swain- 

ON tliy fair banks, O Medway, long, 
A youth his fheep had fcd^ 
On thy fair banlcs, liis future care. 

The tender lambkins ftray'd : 

Happy, had fate detiin'd at home 

' The fimple youth too fond to roam. 

Happy, alas ! tiH curious ktc. 

He liftcnM to the talc. 
Near Tunbridge falutary fprings, 

What beauties grace the vale; 
Beauties that make the barren foil 
And craggy rocks of Ttmhridgt fmilc. 

He came, and CoelU's dang'rous charms 

Beheld with eager gaxe : 
SO round a torch's glimmering light, 

Th' admiring inic£t plays j - 
Like that he gaz'd, and in his turn. 
He fi^w it ihine, and felt it burn. 

Th* unhappy youth, by love undone^ 

By late experience found,- ' 
That Coclia's fcorn den/d the cure, 

Whofe eyes had giv'n the wound, 
Helplefs and hopelcfs, pin'd away, 
Iq laear s by night, and fighi by ^ay. 
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B^ Cfilm^s hit be wam'd, to view 

The fair with cautious eyes j 
This place is Cupid's empire (cat. 

And who can ihun iurprize; 
Since few can hope, and all maflf fear,' 
Where Kingjky,; Mead, and Byer appear ? 



3ie Happy Man. 

HAPPY hours> all hours excelling, 
When retired from crowds and noifc i 
Happy is that fUent dwelling, 

Fill*d with felf-poflfefTing joys i 
Happy that contented creature. 

Who with feweft things is pleased,. 
And confiilts the voice of nature,^ 
When of roving fancies eas^d. 

Every paflion wifely moving; 

Jufk as reafbn turns the fcalej 
Every flate of life improving, 

That no anxious thought prevail : 
Happy man, who thus pofRfles 

Life, with fbme companion dear 5- 
Joy, imparted, flill increafes 5 

Griefs, when told, foon diiappear. 



K J ^ 7%e 



,y Google 



102 A CoHeStion of Songs. 



T 



Sl^e Faithful Lover. 

HE laft time I came o*er the inoor> 
I left mj love behind me 5 . 
Ye poVn! what pain do I endure. 

When Mt ideas mind me ? 
Soon as the ruddy morn di^iay'd 

The beaming day ending, 

I met betimes my lovdy maid. 

In fit retreats for wooii^. 

Beneath the cooling (hade we lay, 

Gaeing, and chadly Q)orting \ 
We kiis'd, and promis'd time ftway» 

Tin night ipread her black curtash. 
I pxty'd all beneath the skies, 

Ev'n kings, when (he was nigh me % 
In raptures I beheld her eyes. 

Which cou'd but ill deny me. 

Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar. 

Where mortal (leel may wound mc ; 
Or caft upon ibme foreign fhorei^ 

Where dangers may furround me: 
Yet hopes again to fee my love. 

To fcaft on glowing kifles. 
Shall make my cares at didance move. 

In proipedl of fuch bliilcs. 
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In aU^my fi>al thete'5 not one place 

To let a rival enter ; 
Since ihe excells in every grace; 

In her my love ihall center. 
Sooner the feas ihall ceafe to flow, 

Their waves the Alps (hall cover, 
Gn Greenland ice ihall roles grow, ~^ 

Before I ceafc to love her. 

The next time I go o'er the moor. 

She ihall a lover find me j 
And that my faith is firm and pure, 

Tho* I left her behind me : 
Then Bfmen's facred bond (hall chain:^ 

My heart to her fair bofomi 
There, while my being docs remaifi, 

My love more freih (hall bloilbm. 



A S0SG9 hy an Unfortunate Gentliman. 

COME, old Time, and ufe thy fickle. 
Life's a weight I cannot bear j 
Cares are conftant, fortune fickle j 
All our joys but trifles are. 

Friends are ihadows that deceive us. 

In our wants they difappear 5 
The world's too bafe, for heav'n to give u5 

Any real blefTings here. 
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Cbanfon i hoire. 

I R o M good liquor ne*er ihrink. 
In friendfhip wc*ll drink. 
And drown all grim care and pale fbrrow ; 
Let us husband to-day. 
For time flics, fwift away. 
And no one's affur'd, no, no one's affur'd of to-moffow. 

Of all the grave £iges 

That graced the paft ages, '*''' 

Dad No^h the mod did ezcell $ 

He firft planted the vine, 

Firft tafted the wine, 
And got nobly drunk, and got nobly drunk, as they tdL 

Say, why (hou'd not we. 

Get as bosky as he. 
Since here's liquor as well will infpire ? 

Thus I fill up my glafs, 

111 fee that it pafs. 
To the manes, to the manes, of that good old &:e» 
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Strbfhon and Flatia. 

WITH every lady ill the land 
Soft Strefhm kept a pother^ 
One year he languifh'd for one hand,. 
And next year for another. 

Yet when his love the fhepherd told 

To Flavia fair and coy, 
>ileferv'd, demure, than (how more coU> 

She £cprn*d the gettle boy. 

Late, at a haO, he owo'd his pain; 

She bluih'd, and frown'd, and fworc* 
With all the marks of high diidain. 

She'd never hear him more. 

The {wain perfifted ftill to pray. 

The nymph ftill to deny 5 
At laft (he vow*d (he wou'd not flay j 

He' fwore ihe {hou*d not fly. 

Enrag'd, (he call'd her footman ftrait, 
And rufh*d fix>m out the room ; 

Drove to her lodging, lock'd the ^e^ 
And*— lay with 2U/f^ at home. 
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I>AFHKi5 and CtOE. 

DAPHMI8 ftood penfi^e in the ihade> 
With arms a-crofs, and head reclin'di 
Pale looks accus'd the cruel inaid> 

And fighs rdiev'd his lo7e-fick midd ^ 
Hb tunehil pipe all broken lay, 
Looks, fighs, and aAions fiem'd to fiy^ 
Mj Oh is unkind« 

Whf rkig the woods with warhlifig t&roats? 

Ye larks, ye linnets, ceaie your ftrainsi 
I fidndy hear, in your fweet notes» 

My C/oe's mce, that wakes my paiaii 
Yet why ihou'd you your ibngs^ forbear?' 
Your mates delight your fongs to hear,~ 

But Cloe mine difilains. 

As thus he melancholy (Isodd, 

Deje6^ed as the lonely dove^ 
Sweet ibund broke gently thro* the wood. 

I fed a found, my heart-fbings move} 
Twas not the nightingale that iung. 
No, 'tis Cloi's (weeter tongue ^ 

Hark! hark ! what &j9 my lore ? 
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How fimple is the nymph, ihe cries, 
Who triHes with her lover's pain ? 

Nature itill fpeaks in wtomens eyes4 
Our artful lips are made ta fisign: 

Oh ! Daphnisy Vafhm, 'twas my pridej 

Twas not my heart, \hy lore deny'd j 
Come hack, dear youth, agaitL 

As t'other day my hand he {ciz'd. 

My blood with trickling motion flew t 

Sudden I put on looks difpleas'd. 
And hafly from his hold withdrew : 

Twas fear alone, thou fimple (wain i 

Then, hadft thou preis'd my hand agaia» 
My heart had yielded too. 

Tis true, thy tuneful reed I Uam'd, 

That (well'd thy lip and roiy cheek i 
Think not thy skill in ibng de&m'd : 

That lip ihou'd other pleafure leek. 
Much, much thy mufick X approve i 
Yet break thy pipe, for more I love. 

Much more, to hear thee ipeabr 
\ 
My heart forebodes that I'm betray'dj 

Daphnis I fear is ever gone j 
Lafl night with Delia's dog he play'd : 

Love by fiich trifles firfl comes on. 
Now, now, dear ihepherd, come away, 
My tongue wou'd now my heart obey 5 

Ah! Cloe, thou art won! 
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The youth ftcpp'd forth with haftjr pace. 
And found where wiihing C/m lay ; 

Shame fudden lightened in her face ; 
Confus'dj (he knew not what to iay v 

At laft, in broken words, Ihe icry'd, 

To-mofrow yoa in vain had try'd,. 
But I am loft to-day*. 



I R IS ^5 Caution. 

IRIS, on a bank of th yme, 
With a figh,. and weeping eyes^< 
Said to lovely CiUmine, 

Let not men yoiir heart ftirprizei. 
Men are all compo^d of lyesi. 

Tho* a thoufind oaths they fwear. 
And as many vows repeat j 

All they {wear is common air. 
All they promise, but deceit; 
Man was never conftant yet. 

Wifely then preferve- your heart. 
From the tyranny of fate 5 

For only they can a£i: their part. 
When love has its return of fate ; 
Then repentance comes too late.v 
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AjS^HG of 5 IM I LIES. 

MY paflion \s as' muftard ftrong ^ 
I fit all fober fad; 
Drunk as a piper all day longj 
' Chr like a AiidrfA hare mad. 

Round as a hoop the bumpers £oW} 

I drink, yet can't forget herj 
For tho' as drunk as Davids fbw, 

I love her ftiil the better. 

Pert as a pear-monger I'd be. 

If Molly were but kind} 
Cool as a cucumber cou'd fee 

The reft of woman-kind. 



Like a ftuck pig I gaping ftare. 

And eye her o*er and o'er 5 
Lean as a rake, with fighs and Cixty 

Sleek as a mouie before. 

Plump as a partridge was I known, 

And fbft as filk my skin \ 
My cheeks as fat as butter gn^wti^ 

But as a groat now thia. 

a X melan- 
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I melancholy as a cat. 

Am kept awake to weep i 
Buit ihe, infiofihlp of that;^^ _ ^ . 

Sound as a top can deep. 

Hard is her heart as flint or flone j 

She laughs to fee me patei 
And meny as a grig is grown. 

And brisk as botded^. 

The god of love, at her approach. 

Is bufy as a bee; 
Hearts (bund as any bell or roach. 

Are fmit> and iigh like me. 

Ah me ! as thick as hops or hail. 
The fine men crowd about hsr s 

But fbon as dead as a door nail 
Shall I b^ if without her. 

Strut as my leg her (hape appears ; 

O were we join'd together ! 
My heart wou*d be fcot-free from cares. 

And lighter than a feather. 

As fine as five-pence is her mien, 

Ko drum was ever tighter ^ 
Her glance is as the razor l^eoo* 

And not the £m is hcighter. 
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Is fbft as pap her kifles are, 
Methinks I tafle them yeCi 

Brown as a berry is her iaki 
Her ejts as black as jet : 

As finooth as g1ai5> as white as €U|^ 

Her pretty hand invites j 
Sharp as a needle are her wards** 

Her wit like pepper bites : 

Brisk as a body-loufe (h^ trips \ 

Qean as a penny dreft^ 
3weet as a rofb ho: breath and lips; 

Round as a globe her breaiL 

Fun as an ^g was I with glee^ 

And happy as a king; 
Oood lack Lhow all men cnvy'd me! 

She lov'd like any thing. 

But £die as'hdl, {he, like the ^vrbii, 
Chang'd, as her fix mnft do, 

The' ieeming as thp tiirtlc kind* 
And as the gofpd true. 

If I and MoUy cou'd agree. 
Let who wou'd take Tititi 

Great as an emp'ror ihQu'd I bCj 
And richer than a Jap, 
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Till 70U grow tcnder^as a chick, 

I'm dull as any poft \ 
Let us like burs together ftick> 

And warm as any toaft. 

You'll know me troer than a die, 

And wi(h me better ^ed> 
Fiat as a flounder when I lie. 

And as a herring dead. 

Sure as a gun, (he'll drop a tear. 

And figh perhaps, and wiih. 
When I am rotten as a par. 

And mute as any fifh. 



fbe Ardent Loveh. 

No, no, I ne'er (hall love thee leis. 
For all thy fierce Siidain i 
So fail thy blooming charms increa£e» 
Thy fparkling eyes my heart opprcfs. 
Each glance renews my pain* 

Yet muft I, fate, like bufy flies, 

Still to thy brightnefs turn; 
Purfiie thee with my reftiefs eyes. 
Till, as each flaming blufh does ri&, 

Infenfibly I bum. 



^e 
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A CoIkSiion ef St>np. j j^ 
The Si^AKE in the Ok ass. 

MY heart inclines your chains to Wear,. 
But reafbn will not ftoop j 
I love that angel's face, but fear 
The fcrpent in your hoop. 

Your eyes difcharge the darts of love ; 

But oh ! what pains fucceed> 
When darts ihall pins and needles prove^ 

And love a fire indeed ? 

The fly about the candle gay 

Dances, with thoughtlefs hum j 
But {hort> alas ! Ivs giddy play. 

His pleaiiue proves his doom. 

The child, in fuch iimplicity. 

About the bee-hive clings. 
And, with one drop of honey, he 

Receives a thouiand flings. 

Vot. IV. L Love 
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Love and Folly. 

LOVE and Folly were at play. 
Both too wanton to be wiic» 
They fell out, and in the £ray, 
ToUy put out CHfi£% eyes.. 

Strait the criminal w^s try'd. 
And had this punifhment afUgn'd, 

Tolly (hou'd to Love be ty*d, 
AikI condemned to lead the blind; 

Then wifely let's venture* 

Ourfclves to deceive* 
Smcc fate has decreed us. 

To love and believe. 

For all we can gain 

By our wifdom and cyes^ 
](g to find ourfelves cheated, 

Aivi wretched, when wife* 
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Happy Dick. 



To the Tune ef Goflip Joan. 



WHENCE comes it, neighbour I>iri5r, 
That you with taftc uncommon. 
Have fcrv*d the girls this trick. 
And wedded an old woman ? . 



Haffy Dick! 



Each Belle condemns the choice 
Of a youth fb gay and iprightly j 

But we your friends rejoycc. 
That you have judg'd fb rightly. 



Huffy Dick ! 



Tho' odd to fbme it founds. 

That on threefcore you ventured j 
Yet in ten thoufand pounds, ^ 

Ten thoufand charms are center Vl, 

mffy Dick! 

Beauty we know will fade. 

As doth the ihort-liv'd flower j. 
Nor can the fairefl maid • 

Infiire her bloom an hour, 

BMffy Dick! 

L X Th^ 
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Then wifely you"rcfipi, "" 
. For iixty, charms fo^traofient^ 
As the curious value coin 
The more for beiog aadentt 

Haft) Dick! 

With joy your fpou& (hall fise 

The filing beauties round her, 
And (he hcrfdf M be 

The &ne that firft you fi>and her» 

mtty Dick ! 

Oft ts the married ftate 

With jcaloufy attended; 
And hence, thro' foul debate. 

Are nuptial joys fufpcndcd, 



mffy Dick! 



But you, with fuch a wife. 
No jealous fears are under ^ 

She's yours aQonc, for life. 
Or much we all fhall wonder. 



Her death wou'd grieve you fore. 
But let not that torment youj 

My life ! ihe*ll fee four&ore. 
If that will but content you. 



mm Kck ! 



SMfjf Dkk I 
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On thu yoQ iBaj icUe, - * 
For tbe. pains you took to win Jbcr, 

She'll ne'er in child-bed die, 
Unlefs the devil's in her, 



^tty i>^<^^' 



Some have the name of hril 
To matrimony given; 

How felfely, you can tell. 
Who find it fuch a heaven. 



With you, each day and night 
Is crown'd with joy and gladnefij 

While envious virgins bite 
The hated iheets for madne£. 



With ^ufe, long Jhare the bliis 
Y'had miis'd in any other ; 

And when youVe buried this. 
May you have fuch another. 



Obferving hefice^ by you, . 

In marriage fuch decorum. 
Our wiier youth Ihall do 

As you have done before 'em. 



fli»^^.Dick! 



mtty I>ick ! 



Hiifty Dick! 



il0fff Dick ! 

DOMSMOSl 
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M^i 



^;.J^V: 



DuNsMonE Plain. 

YE knights of la Manehs, whofe powerful fword. 
No fair injur'd damfels in vain yet implor'd » 
Attend to the tale of us nyniphs indifbefs, 
Secvire of our love, if our, wrongs you rcdrefs^ 

Deny dovm, &c. 

As late on the plains of famous Dunfmare, 
Of lords, knights, and 'iquires, a numerous ftore. 
Bites, jockies, and parfbns afiembled amain. 
And belles in gilt chariots adorn'd all the plain, 

Dertyddwi, &c. 

There rural fox-hunters in plenty were feen. 
Smart cocks, and plate-Buttons, and doublets of green «^ 
And while at our coaches they ogle and loll. 
They tickle our fancies with thoughts of a ball. 

Deny down, &c. 

But now friendly (hades introduce the kind night. 
And the dear precious hours of pleafurc invite. 
When we, from the beaus, hop'd the devil and all, 
Tho' loaded with ppwjer, they give us no Ml, 

Deny down, &c. 

To 
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To the Bear they adjourn'd, where they finiih'd the 
vThey toafted oup health, but with a dry bobj (job. 
His ibul with French claret each hero did fwill> 
And while the cufi mov'd^ the ball k flood ilill, 

DenyJermn, 8ic. 

Fair C-vi's with brighl Sh—b^h and L-v-fs gay 
Mufl all to the charms of a bumper fiibmit ^ (vrk. 
Oh ! who will believe it, when fame fhall aver. 
That C n did BMchuf to Vetmt prefer ? 

Dwy dcrrnn^ &c. 

But why, with the refl, trufty C-ve, did* you fiiif. 
Who ne'er on the ladies was known to turn tail? 
I fear fbme field nymph did our pleafures fbreftai. 
And diiabled our ^ark that night for a ball, 

' I^tny ivm^ to. 

Perhaps a ffarange trutlv we may feem to^ advance^ 
ThatPf^— e now firft baulk'd the nymphs of a dance > 
But no wonder we fi^ unregarded by all. 
Since e'en our own xsember affords us no ball, 

Te nobles, and commons, near 'Dunfnorth wide p]ain> 
Who of the bad times, and bad tenants complain ^ 
By fympathy mov'd, with our wiflies comply. 
Who now, like your farms, unoccupied lie. 

Dwry downy &c* 

But 
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But M W6 hav^ hoft, dttd the mufe, tlKat hniltts 
This forinct, infpircs prophetical flights j 
That times will improve, and fieXt f atfc yield a ball. 
And nymphs and high taxes together (hall M. 

Vmy down, &c. 



Clob and -1 3,1$. 

WANTON C/w, young and charming, 
Kindles but a fhort^iv'd fire i 
Fickle humours, love difarnaing, 

Quench the flame her eyes lafpirG* 
So a gliding vapour, (hiniag 

. Bright as ibrs thatt deck the skies, 
Swiftly from its height declining, 
Glittex) in its faU, and dies. 

Irif, every grace adorning, • 

Gently warms my fond defire j 
Sighs for every, figh returning. 

Like a veftal feeds the fire, 
Hiding ftill the fecret pleaiiire, . 

From the prying vulgar eye; 
Still Terignii» ill her trcafiire. 

Giving, without pain, the joy. 



fbe 
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S'be Country Lass'j Ambition. 

WHAT tho* they call me country lais« 
I read it plainly in my glafs« 
That for 1 dutcbefs I might pais : 

Oh, could I fee the day ! 
Wou*d fortune but attend my call. 
At park, at play, at ring, and ball, 
I*d brave the proudell of them all. 
With a Stand by, dear the way. 

Surrounded by a crowd of beaus, 

With fraart toupees, and powder'd cloaths^ 

At rivals I'll turn up xHj fioie. 

Oh, could I fee the day ! 
Ill dart fiich glances firom theie eyes. 
Shall make ibme lord, or duke, my prize ; 
And then, oh! how I'll tyrannize, 

With a Stand by, dear the way. 

Oh ! then for every new deUght, 
For equipage, and diamonds bright, 
Quadrille, and plays, and balls, all night ; 

Oh, could I fee the day ! 
Of love and joy Td take my fill, 
The tedious hours of life to kill. 
In every thing I'd have my will : 

With a Statid by, clear die way« 

Vou IV. M MoiLr 
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Molly M o g. 

SA Y s my uncle, I pray you difcover. 
What hath been the caufe of your woes. 
That you pine and whine, like a lover ? 
IVc iecn Molly Mog of the rofc. 

nephew ! your grief is but folly. 
In town you may find better progj 

Half a crown there will get you a Molfyr 
A Molly much better than Mog, 

1 know that by wits 'tis recited. 
That women at beft arc a clog 5 

But Fm not fo eafily frighted 
From loving of fweet Molly Mog, 

The fchool-boy*s defire is a play-day i 

The fchool-mafter*s joy is to flog,* 
The milk- maid's delight is on May-day; 

But mine is on iweet Molly Mog. 

Will-a-wifp leads the trav'lcr a-gadding. 
Thro' ditch, and thro* quag-mire, and bog; 

But no light can (et mc a-madding. 
Like the eyes of my fweet Molly Mog, 

For 
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For guineas in others mens breeches^ 

Your gamefters will palm and will cog; 
But I envy them none of their riches* 

So I may win fweet Molly Mog, 

The heart, when half-wounded, is changing^ 

It here and there leaps like a frogj 
But my heart can never be ranging, 

Tis io fix'd upon fwtfet Molly Mog. 

Who follows all ladies of pleafiire. 

In pleafiire is thought but a hog) 
All the fex cannot give fo good meaiure 

Of joys, as my fweet Molly Mog. 

I feel I'm in love to diftradion. 

My fenfes all lofl m a fog ; 
Now there's nothing can give fatisfa^ioo^ 

But thinlung of ^eet Molly Mog^ 

A letter when I am inditing, 

Comes Ctiful and gives me a jog$ 
And I fill all the paper, with writing 

Of nothing but fweet Molly Mog, 

If I wcu'd not give up the three graces, 

I wifh I were hang*d like a dog} 
And, at court, all the drawing-room faces, 

tor a glance of my fweet Molly Mog. 

M % Thoit 
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Thofe feces want nature and fpirit. 

And fcem as cut out of a log^ 
ytmo, Venusy and Fallas's merit. 

Unite in my fweet Molfy Mi>£. 

Thofe who toaft all tlie femily royaL 

In bumpers o( Hogan and Nog,^ 
Have hearts not more true or more loya]^ 

ThaQ mine to mj fweet Melfy Muf* 

^Were Virpl aliye with his fhyllUt 

And writing another eclogue, 
jBoth his fhylUs and hiT.JimarylUs 

He'd ^ive up for my fweet Md^M^. 

IVhen (he finiles^n each gucft, like the Uqu«-^ 

Then jealoufy fets me agog: 
^o be fure ihe*s a bit for the vicar. 



gtbe Daglhtg Beauty. 

r A s Ferfims ftrctch their votive arms 
A To Fhcehus in his rifing ftate, 
j[ gaze on dear MyrtiMs charms. 
And meet thofe eyes that dart nay late. 

fo the fond moth round taperji plays, 

JSfear dreams of death in fiich bright fires j 
fVith joy he haftes into the blaze. 



CmsmaV 
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YOUNG Thilander woo'd me long. 
But I was peevifli, and forbad ium^. 
I woa*d not hear his loving long 5 

But now I wifli, I wifh I had him. 
£ach morning when I view my glafs^ 
Then I perceive my beauty going j 
And when wrinkles feize the face. 
Then we may bid adieu to wooing; 

My beauty, once £0 much admir'd^ 

I find it fading faffc, and flying $ 
My cheeks, which cord-like appear'd» 

Grow pale, the broken blood decaying: 
Ah ! we may fee ouriclves ta be 

Like fummer-fruit that is unfhaken ; 
When ripe>, they ibon fall down and die. 

And by corruption quickly taken. 

Ufe then your time, ye virgins fair,. 

Employ your day before 'tis evil 5 
Fifteen is a feafbn rare. 

But five and twenty is the devil : 
Jtifl when ripe, confent unto'f. 

Hug no' more your bnely pillow j ^ 

For women are like other firuit. 

They loic their relifh when too mellowi 

M J If 
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If opportunity be loft, 

'^ Youll find it hard to be reclaimed \ 

Which now I may tell to my coft, 

Tho' but myfelf none can be blamed i 
If then your fortune you reipe£i;. 

Take the occaiion when it offers \ 
Nor a true-lover*s fuit negle^> . 

Left ye be fcofPd for being fcolfers, 

I, by his fond expreifions, thought. 

That in his love he'd ne'er prove changing \ 
But now, alas! 'tis turned to nought. 

And, paft my hopes, he's gone a-ranging. 
Dear maidens, then take my advice, 

And let not coynefe prove your ruiai 
For if yc be o'er-foolifh nice. 

Your fuitors will give over wooing. 

Then maidens dU you nam*d will be. 

And in that fretful rank be number'd. 
As long as life j and when ye die. 

With leading apes be ever cumbered : 
A punifbmcnt, and hated brand. 

With which none of us are contented j 
Then be not wife behind the hand, 

That the miftake may be prevented. 



JT>e 
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^be Decay. 

^AY not, Olinda^ I dcfpi/c 
•^ The laded glories of your face. 
The knguifh'd vigour of your tycs. 
And that oncp only-lov*d embrace. 

In vain, in vain, my confbnt heart, 
On aged wings, attempts to meet. 

With wonted ipeed, thofc flames you dart j 
It &ints» and flutters at your feet. 

I blame not your decay of power, 
Y«u may have pointed beauties ftill } 

Tho' me, alas! they wound no more^ 
You cannot hurt what cannot feel 

On youthiiil climes your beams difjplay. 
There you may cherifh with your heat j 

And riie the iiin to gild their day. 
To me, benighted, when you itt. 




M 4 
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Srl&^ Joys qf Fruition. 

CLOE, when I view thee fmiling, 
Jojs coeleflial round me move, 
Fleafing vifions care beguiling, 

Guard my ftate, and crown mj l0?e. 
To behold thee gaily fhining. 
Is a pleafure paft defiaing. 

Every feature charms my fight: 
But, oh heav'os ! when Fm careiiiiig^ 
Thrilling raptures, never ceaiingi 

Fill my foul with ibft delight. 

Oh ! thou lovely deareft creature! 

Sweet enikver of my heart! 
Beauteous mafter-gicce of nature ! 

Caufe of all my joy and fmart ! 
In thy arms enfolded lay me, 
To diflblving bHfi convey me, 

Softly footh my foul to rcfl 5 
Gently, kindly, oh my treafiire! 
Blefs me, let me die withpleafuic^ 

On thy panting fnowy breaft. 



On 
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) On Mrs. Cecilia B — 

DIVINE Cecilia, now grown old, 
Mufl yiold ,m OfV^iof frefhq: iXioM* 
Her ftrains brought angels down to hear, 
And liflen with a ravifh'd ear: 

But here's iiich harmony of ffaape. 
Might tempt them to another rape$ 
And make them leave their heaVa behuid> 
To wed the daughters of mankind. 

There needs no angel from tibe Am, 
A real goddefs charitis our eyes^ 
As Venus to JEneas prov'd. 
So looked, fo talk'd, To fmi?d, fb mov'JL 

When Turcel's melting notes (be fings. 
Applauding CufUs clap their wings, 
Miftake her for their Cyprian dame. 
Her infant too for one of them. 

She graceful leads the daacmg choir» 
As fmooth as air, ^ quick as. fire i 
Now riling like the boundfag roe. 
Now links as flakes of feathered fhow* 



In 
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' In facrcd ftory may be read. 
How dancing coil St. John His head; 
We here expofea nobler part. 
For flire no head is worth a heart. 



^e IVi/bing Loveh. 

DELIA, when 1 e'er review 
Dreams delightful more than true | 
When my fancy me beguil'd. 
Then the lovely Delia fmil'd, > 
On my breaft did willing lie. 
Glances vmelting in her eye $ 
*Warm*d with gentle fires within. 
Love upon her cheeks did ihine^ 
Glowing, blu(hing, like the mom. 
Now they fade, and now return : 
How delighted then am I, 
Let me love thus, and thus die. 
^Oh! if love cou*d more allow. 
Thus rd wifh thee willing nowi 
Thus to knguiih on my bread, 
Of inunort^ 4ove poilcft. 



Tb9 
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^e Q^uEEN of May. 



To the Tunc of Over the hills, ami far away. 

AT a May-pole down in Kent, 
Now fpring with flow'ry fwects was comc> 
Nymphs with fwains to dancing went. 

Each hop'd to bear the garland homej 
When fVinna came, they all gave way. 
Youths with joy their homage pay. 
Nymphs confbfs her queen of Mayi . 
No one was ever yet fo gay. 

As her skin, the lilly fair^ 

New-budding rofe, her n&outh imparts^ 
New-ftrung Cufid's bow her hair -,- 

Eyes, his keeneft ebon darts. 
When you do her temper view. 
Young, but wife J admir'd, yet truci 
Never charm'd with empty fliewj 
Ne'er indifcrect, yet cafy too. 

All around your fteps advance. 

Now foot it in a fairy ring. 
Nimbly trip, and as you dance, 

Ever live, bright Winna ! iing. 
With boughs their hearts of oak befet. 
Your brave fires their conq'rors metj 
No crown, but her locks of jet. 
Now docs your free allegiance get. C u p i » 
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Cupid Mijiakefk 

As after noon, one iiimmer's day, 
Viams ilood bathing in a river , 
Cupula a (hooting, went that way, 
New fkrung his boWs acw SI'd his quxv«:. 



With skill he chofe his iharpeft dart) 
With all his might his bow he drew: 

Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
The too well-guided arrow ficw. 

I faint ! T die r Ab goda«S cr^: 
Oh cruel, cou'dftcthov iad flOficdCher 

To wreak thy fpleen oa? paridde! 
Like Nero, thou haflr fkki tfay mothcr» 

Poor Cupid, fobbing, Icarce coa'd ipeak ) 
Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye : 

Alas! how eafy my mifhke? 
I took you for your likeneis, Cloe, 



Lor*- 
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Love the Qaufn of my Mauming. 

BY a murmuring ftrcam a fair (hepherdcfs laj, 
Beibkiiid,07eiijrmplis, I oft-times heard lier fijr* 
Tell Strefhm, I die, if ke paflcs this way. 
And that love is the cauie ef mjr mourdii^. 

Falfe {hepherds, that tell me of beauty and charnJi;, 
Ye deceive me j forStrifbm*s cold heart never warmsi 
Yet bring me this Sttefhwh let me die in his arms; 

X>h ! Strefhcn, the cauie of my monrBtnjB^. 

But firft, £iid {he, let me go 
Down tp the (hades bdow; 
Ere ye let Stnfh^n know 
That Ihave bv*d him fx>% 
^hen on my pak cheek no bhiihes will fliow. 
That love was the caufe of my mourning. 

V 

Her eyes were force doied when Stnfhon came by. 
He thought ihe'd been ileeping, and fbftly drew nighi 
f ut, finding her breathle^. Oh heav'ns! did he cry» 

Ah! Chhrut the caufe of my mourning. 

Reftore me my Chloris, ye nymphs, ufe your artj 
They fighing reply*d, "Twite yourfelf ihot the dart, 
7hat, wounded the tender young (hepherdefs' heart. 

And kill'd the poor Chhru with mourning. 

Ah| 
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Ah,; then \sChlms dead. 
Wounded by me ! he faid: 
ril follow thee, chaftc maid, 
Down to the lilent (hade: 
Then on her cold fnowy breaft leaning his head, 
" Expir*d the poor Strephon with mourning. 



Me&it beyond Riches« 

How crud is that parent's care. 
Who riches only prizes j 
When finding out fome booby heir. 
He thinks he wond'rous wife is. 
While the poor maid, to. (hun her fate, 
And not to prove a wretch in ftate. 
To 'fcape the blockhead ihe muft hate. 
She weds where ihe deipiies. 

The harmlefs dove thus trembling flies^ 

The rav*nous hawk.purfuing j 
A while her tender pinions tries. 

Till doom*d to certab ruin. 
Afraid her worft of foes to meet; 
No (heltcr near, no kind retreat. 
She drops beneath the faulkner's feet. 

For gentler ufage filing. 



Lord 
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Lord Frog and Lady*MovsE. 

GREAT lord Fro£; to lady Moufi, 
CroakleJom hee, croakUdom ho. 
Dwelling near St. James's hoxik. 

Cocky my chary Jht, 
Rid to make his court one day» 
In the merry month of M^y, 
When the fun fhonc bright and gay, 
TwiJdle, come twiddle mtt, 

lAfd Frog, Countefi, you've three daughters finc^ 

Croakledom hee, croakledom ho, 
I^ hin make the youngeA mine, 

Cocfy my chary Jhom 
I'm well made as ever was male. 
Only bating one fimpleail. 
Pox upon't, I've never a tail. 

Twiddle, come twiddle twee* 

ZadyMoufe, Welcome, noble peer, to tow«» 

Croakledom hee, croakledom ho. 
VU ftrait call my darling down, 

Cocly my chary Jhe. 
So much wealth will flire prevail i 
Yet I wi{h, that you faaight not fail. 
Your fine lordfhip had a tail, 

TvidMty come twiddle twe9. 

Urd 
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Lord Frog, Here ihe comes ihall be my ipoufc 

CrcakleJom Me, crMkledem ho^ 
If (hell deign to grace my houfe^ 

Cocly my chary Jhe, 
IVe a head whope lore «an plafit* 
The' a trifling tail I want i 
Will youj fair one, liking grant? 

TtiUdUt come twiddle twee, 

Mifs Moufi. I can ne'er to one confiat» 

Croakledom hee, croaldedam ho. 
Wants that needful ornament. 

Cocky my chary fn. 
Uncle FsMt too, fo well known. 
That a fwinger has of s own. 
Ne'er will ht me wed to none, 

Tviddle, corm twiddk fiipee» 

Lord Frog, Sing I can*t, my voice is low, 

Croakledom hee, croakledom ho i 
But for dancing, dare Santk», 

Cocky my charf Jhe. 
Then altho* my bum be bare. 
All muft own 'tis finooth and fair : . . . 
Tve np fears of Venus there, 

TmMe, come rsnddli twee, 

Mifs Moufe. When wc treat you at our chcefe, 

Croakledom bee, croakledom ho* 
All that naked par^ one iees n 
' Cocky my chary Jhe. 



Caret 
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Cover'd dofc, wc creep and cravdj 
Wbea you fwiixiy or -diving fall. 
Fie for ihame ! you fhcw us all, 
TwiMe^ come twiddle twee, ^ 

Lord Frog, Since you're on theie lofty fbaim^ 

Croakledom hee, erodkledom ho^ 
111 get one fhall value brains. 

Cocky my chary Jhe, 
Mifs Moufe. Now your lord (hip idly prates, 
TI10& that will have confhnt mates, 
Mufl have tails as well as pates. 

Twiddle, come twiddle twee. 



Sie Complete Conq^uest. 

A BEAUTEOUS ficc, fine fhape, engaging air. 
With all the graces that adorn the fair. 
If thefc cou'd fail their fb accuftom'd parts. 
And not fccure the Conqueft bf our hearts, 
Salvia has yet a vaft referve in ftore. 
At fight we love, but hearing muft adore. 

• There falls continual mufick from her tongue. 
The wit of Sappho, with her artful fbngj 
From ^ens thus we lofe the pow*r to fly. 
We liften from the charm and flay to die. 
Ah I lovely nymph, I yield, I am undone. 
Your voice has finifh'd what your eyes begun. 

r 
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Slbe Fairy ^een. 



CoMt, follow, follow me. 
Ye fairy cfvcs, that be : 
Gome* follow me, your queen, 
And trip it o'er the green ; 
Hand in hand, well dance around, 
Becaufe tliis place is fairy ground : 
Hand in hand we'll dance around, 
Becauie this place is £ury gnxud. 

When mortals arc at reft. 

And fobring in their neft. 

Unheard, and un-efpy'd. 

Thro* key-holes we do glide. 
Over tables, ihx)ls and fliclves, 
We trip it with our fairy elves. 

And if the houfe be foul, 
With platter, diib or bowl. 
Up ftairs we nimbly creep. 
And find the fluts afleep \ 
Then we pinch their arms and thighs: 
None us hears, and none us fpies. 
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But if the houfe be iwcpt^ 

And from uncleannefs kept. 

We praifc the houihold maid,' 

And fuielj (be is paid : 
Every' night before we go. 
We drop a teller in her fhoe. 

Then o'er a mufliroom's head' 

Our table-cloth we fpread, 

A grain of pye, Of wheM:, ^ 

The diet that we eat j 
Pearly drops of dew wc drinfc,> 
In acorn cups fillVi to the brink* • 

The brains of ntghtingafes^ 

With unifhious fet of fhafls, ^ 

Between two»cockles ftew*d; 

Is meat that's cas'ljr chcw'd ;• 
And brains of worms, and marrow of mke. 
Do make a feaft that's wodd'rous nice. 

The graihoppcr, gnat, and fly. 

Serve for our minlbrclly. 

Grace Gad, we dance a while. 

And fo the dme beguile ; 
But if the moon dotth hide her head, 
The gbw-worm lights us home to bei 
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O'er tops of dewy grafi 

So nimbly we do pais. 

The young and tender (lalfc 

Ne'er bends where we do walk : 
Yet in the morning may be feen. 
Where we the night before have beeiu 



Unhappy F&eedom. 

TH E tuneful lark, who from her ndk. 
Ere yet well-fledg'd« is ilorn away» 
With care attended and eare/s'd. 

She fbmetimes fings the live-long day : 
Yet ftill her native field (he mourns. 
Her gaoler hates, his kindneis fcoms. 
For freedom pants, for freedom burns. 

That darling freedom once obtained. 

Unskilled, untaught to fearch for prey j 
She mourns the liberty (he gain'd. 

And, hungry, pines her hours away. 
Helplcfs the little wandVcr flies, 
Then homewards turns her longing eyes, 
And warbling ^ut her grief, fhe dies. 
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Stlbe Protestation. 

ANN thou wert my ain thing, 
I wou*d love thee, I wou'd love theej 
^n thou wert my ain thin^ 

So dearly I wou'd love thee. 
I wouM clafp thee in my arms, 
I'd fecure thee firom all harms, 
Above all mortals thou haft charms. 
So dearly I do love thee. 

Of race divine thou needs mufl be> 
Since nothing earthly equals thee; 
For heaven's 6ke, oh ! favour me. 

Who only live to love thee. 
The gods one thing peculiar have. 
To juin none whom they can iavc; 
Oh ! for their fake, fupport a Have, 

Who only lives to love thee. 

To merit I no claim can make. 
But that I love, and for thy fiikc, 
What man can name. 111 undertake; 

So dearly I do love thee. 
My paflion, conftant as the fun. 
Flames ftronger ftill, will ne*er have done. 
Till fates my thread of life have ipun, 
.. Which breathing out, III love thee. 
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Like bees tfait ftck the mormog deir» 
Frac flowers of fwcercft fccnt ani hacr 
Sae wad I dwell upo' thy mou. 

And gar the gods- ciwjf me. 
Sae tang's I had the uie of light, 
I'd on thy beauties feaft mj iigfat. 
Syne, in faft wht^^ duro? the fiigbtw 

I'd tell how much I lov'd ciiee. 

How fair and ruddy is my jFr4W, 
She mo7es a goddefs o'er the green j 
Were I a king, thou fliou'dfi; be qoeesb 

Nane but my fell aboon thee: 
I'd graQ) thee to this breaft of mine, 
Whilft thou, like ivy or the vine. 
Around my.fbonger limbs fhou'dft twine, 

Form'd hardy to defend thee. 

Time's on the wing, and will not ftay. 
In fhining youth let's make our hay. 
Since love admits of nae delay. 

Oh ! let nae fcorn undo thee. 
While love does at his altar Aand» 
Hae there's my heart, gi'e me tliy hand. 
And, with ilk fmil^ thou ihalt command 

The will of him wha loves thee. 
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; 22^ T&ANSPORT* 

AFTER the pangs of a defperate lo7er> 
When day aqd ni^ht I have figh'd all in vf in« 
Ah, what a pleafufe it is to difcover 

In her eyes pity who cau&s my pain! 
jihy what /> fleajure, &c« 

When with \mkmd0^ oitr Io¥4 at a ftaad i^ 
And both have: puoiifii'd our^lrcs wkh the pai% 

Ah, what a pleafure the touch of her band is! 
Ah> what a pleafure to pr.efs it ^gftin! 

Ah^ vhat a fleafure^ &c. 

When the dental comes fainter and laikiten 

And her eyes give what her tongue does deny, . 

Ah, what a,tren*iing'I fed when I venture! 
Ah, what a treintAing 4ocs uftier my joy ! 
jihi vhat a tremblings &g. 

When, with a figh, ihe^accords jne the Ueffii^ 
And her eyes twinkle 'twixt pleafure and pain^ 

Ah, what a joy 'tis, beyond all C3q?r effing t . 
Ah) what a joy to hear. Shall we again! 
Jht what ajoy^ &c. 
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khe Slighted Swain. 

CLOE proves felfc, but ftiU (he is charramgi 
Nature, like beauty her temper has made \ 
Subjca to change, 
' O'er each heart (he will range. 
Always alarming. 
Ever di&rming, 
Never difmay'd. 

Banifti my fenfes, or let her not flight me: 
Love ne'er was made to inherit difdain : 

Love is a bubble. 

That gives mankind trouble? 

The plcafirig ecftacy 

Drops like a fimilc. 
Airy and vain. 

Sure Ff »«^ gave her that face to deceive me, 
And gave the boy but one arrow wou'd fly : 

Hafte to thy mother. 

And beg for another : 

Cloe the mark muft be> 

Make her to pity me 
Ere that I die. 
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Stbe Sympathy. 

Cantata. 

BENEATH a beach* as Strephm laid, 
Reclin'd on Cloe*s breaR, 
She Uaih'd, and thus the loivdj maid ^ 
Her tender fear con&ft. 

She, Wanton (hepherd, pr'ythee leave me. 
You but court me to deceive mej 
Men, alas ! are ftill purfuing 
Poor unhappy womens ruin ; 
Wanton fhepherd, pr'ythee leave me. 
You but court me to deceive me* 
Recimfive, 
The fwain hung o'er the panting fiiir. 
With rapture viewing every fiature^ 
Fondly he fboth'd each rifing care, 
And thus addrefs'd the pretty creature. 

He, dee ! I can ill dif&mble. 

You may truft my heart and eyes j 

Lo ! I languifti, burn, and tremble. 
Nature triumphs o'er diiguife $ 

But thefe fymptoms (tell me true) 
Are perhaps unknown to yout 
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Duett4>, [One after t'other,} 
1/ das! cafe- ill diff^ittble. 

You may truft 197 ,heju:^a94 qres; 
Lo ! I languifh, burn, and tremble. 

Nature triumplis o'er difguiie. 



S*be Chozg£s addr^fs^d to a Bottle. 



c 



ou'dst thou gure me apleafiire. 
Like the mifbrefs of my heait^ 
I'd drink beyond all meafure> 
And from thee never ftart : 
A pleafure £0 alluring, 

I never cou'd refrain, 
Till life not worth enduring, 
In a tun I'd drown my pain. 

But fince there's no comparing 

With raptures (he can givci • 
Whofe ecftacy (paft bearing) 

I fcarce can tafte and live ; 
To brighter joys rc(igning, 

ril quit thefe fparkling charins, 
And die without repining. 

To be buried in hq: arms. 



*|^.'^ 
^^^ 
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S'be ^arrelfome Deities, 

£^ AY Bacchus, liking SJIcourt's wine,. 
^J A noble meal befpoke us. 
And for the guefts that were to dine. 

Brought Comusy Love, and ficus: 
The god near Cufid drew his chair i 

Near Cwnpis, fwus plac'd ; 
For wine makes love forget its care. 

And mirth exalts a feaft. 

The more to pleafe the fprightly god. 

Each fweet engaging 'Gr/ife' 
Put on fome cloaths to come abroad. 

And took a waiter*s place : 
Then CufU nam*d at every glafi 

A lady of the sky h 
While Bacchus fwore he'd drink the laTs, 

And had it bumper-high* 

Fat Comus toft hiis brimmers o'er^ 

And always got the moft j 
Jmhs took care to fill hun more, 

When-e'er he mifird the toaft t 
They call'd, and drank at every touch $ 

He fill'd, and drank again $ 
And if the gods can take too much, 

Ti^ &id they did fo then. 

O a Gay 
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Gay Bacchus little Cufid ftung, 

By rcck'ning his deceits; 
^d Cufid mock'd his ftamm'ring tongue, 

With all his ftagg'ring gaits : 
And focus droll'd on Omus' vfzjh 

And talcs whhout a "jeft i 
While Comus call'd his witty plays 

But waggerics'at bed. 

Such talk foon fet them all at odds j 

And, had I Homer^B pen» 
rd fing ye, how they drank like gods. 

And how they fought like men. 
To part the fray, the Graces fly. 

Who make 'em ibon agree j 
l^ay, had the Tunes fclves been nigh. 

They ilill were three to throe. 

macchus, appeas'd, rais'd Cufid up. 

And gave him back his bow? 
But kept fome darts to ftir the cup. 

Where fick and fugar flow. 
Jccus took Comus^ rofy crown. 

And piily wore the prize j 
^nd thrice in mirth he pufh'd him down* 

,As thrice he ftrove to rife. 

*«• hen Cufld fought the myrtle grove. 

Where Venus did recline; 
,And Vmus dofe embracing Iwe, 

They join'd to rail at wine. 
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And Comust loudly curfing wit, 

Roli'd off to fome retreat, 
Vhcrc boon companions gravely fit> 

In fat unweildy ftate. 

Bacchus and yocui, ftill behinrf,- 

For one frelh glaG prepare; 
They kifs, and are exceeding kincf; 

And vow to be fincerc. 
But port in time, who-ever hear 

This our inilrudlive fong ; 
For tho' fuch friendfhips may be deari. 

They can't continue long. 



M r K. T XL L a'j Excelkncy^ 

MYRTiLLA bid me tell the charms 
I did in her diicover ; 
She might as well bid tell the Aars, 
Defcribc the joys in love's fweet war% 
Or tell how much I love her. 

Shou'd I attempt to vain a task, 

And puzling^ numbers find : 
The brightcft fancy muft new-coin 
Some god-like phrafes to define 

The beauties of her mind* 
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The CoMPAnisoK. 

CELiA, hoard thy charms no more. 
Beauty's like the mifer's treafurei 
Still the vain pofleilbr's poor ^ 

What are riches without plcafure ? 
Endlefs pain the miier takes 

To increaie his heaps of monej, 
JLab'ring bees his pattern makes. 
Yet he fears to taile his honcf. 

Views, with aking ejcs, his ftorc. 

Trembling, left he change to lofc itj 
Pining ftiU^ for want4>f more, 

Tho* the wretch wants pow'r to ufe it. 
Cili» thus, with endlefs arts. 

Spends her days, her charms improying) 
Lab'ring ftill to conquer hearts. 

Yet ne'er tailq^ the fweets of loving. 

Views with pride her {hape, her fiice. 

Fancying ftill (he's under twenty i 
Age brings wrinkles on 9pace> 

While (he ftarvcs .with all her plenty. 
Soon or late they both will find, 

T^e their idol from them leyers 
He muft leave his gold behind, 

Lock'd within his grave for ever. 
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Celid's fate will ftill be wor£e. 

When her fading charms deceive herj 
' 'V^ defirc Will be her curfe, ' " 

When no mortal will relieve her. 
Celm^ hoard thy charms no more> 

Beauty's like the mifer's treafurcj 
Tafte a little of thy ih>rej 

What is beauty without picafiirc? 



LovB Uncbangeahle. 

AL L thoughts >of lireedom are too late. 
Not any new fair lady's art, 
Nor both the SndU's weahh, nor fktc 
Itfelf can difengage my heart. 

Kot> which kind heaven forbid ! your hatCi 
And that which follows, proud difilaisu 

My paffion cou'd at all abate. 
But only make it laft with pain* 

Thus all my quiec does depend. 
On hopes t'obtain a fmile from you y 

That £0 my love, that knows no end, 
M^y 1^ with equal pleafure too. 
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A Light Heart, and a 5tbin Pair of 
Breeches. 

Ho w pleafant a failor's life pafles, * 
Who roams o*cr the watery main! 
Ko treaiuie he ever amailes. 

But cbearfuUy fpcnds all his gain. 
Wc*re Grangers to party and fadtioa. 

To honour and honefly true ; 
And wou'd not commit a bad adtion. 

For power or profit ia view. 
Chor. D&fH why /hou'd wi quarrel fir rubes. 
Or at^ fuch glittering teys f 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches. 
Go thorough the world, brave beys. 

The world is a beautiful garden, 

Inrich'd with the bleffings of life; 
The toiler with plenty rewarding. 

Which plenty too often breeds flrifc^ 
When terrible tcmpefts aflail us. 

And mounta'nous billows afiBright, 
No grandeur or we^th can avail us. 

But skilful induftry fteers right, 
Chor, Then -nhy fljou'd we quarrel, 6cc. 

The 
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The courtier's more fubjcd to dangers,. 

Who rules at the helm of the ftate. 
Than we, who, to politicks ftrangers, 

Efcape the fnares laid for the great.. 
The various blefllngs of nature. 

In various nations we tryj 
No mortal than us can be greater. 

Who merrily live 'till we die. 
Chor. Then why Jhou'd ve quarrel^ &c«. 



Sifer to Drink than to Love. 

Lu c R E T I A the kingdoih of ^mt did deilroy i 
And Helen, they fay, was the ruin of Try : 
The one was too wanton, the other too nice : 
Extreams ftill prove &tal in virtue ajod viccv. 

To be Ihip-wreck'd on cither I never defign. 
But to M\ between both, in a fca of good wine : 
What tho' fbme dull matron our mirth di&pprove ? 
'Tis fafer for ladies to drink, than to love. 

Here's a health to all thofe thlt are better than wiic»« 
Who fcorn to be vicious, and yet not too prccife : 
What tho' fbme dull matron our mirth diiapprove ^ 
Tis fafer for ladies to drink than to love* 
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Mvice to a Tom^ Lady, ahout to 
marry an Old Man. 

IF you, by fordid views mifled. 
Prefer old Grf/Mj to your bed, ^ 
You'll bitterly lament it i 
For twenty ne'er did fifty w€d. 
But both did £ion repent it. 

His peevifhnefs, and thifft of gain, 
Wou'd of each Chimt, o^ con\pUi|i» 

E$ch ribbon, patch, and pinfier j^ 
And 71^ and 'hthk mull ne'er agaft^ 

Eat fitom your plate at dinner^ 

Alarm'd by groundlefi jealouiy, 
He^d to each tandom word apply 

Some bafe interpretation \ 
Each moanleis fmile, or ca&al figh» 

Wou'd be aa ai&gnatioa. 

Or tho* you're from thefc torment) fircey 
Indulg'd all day with vifits, tea. 

And all that you petition, 
Ev'n then, al^! all night you'd be 

But in a poor condition. 
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For then he'd all endearments (hun. 
And vainly boaft what feats were done 

When he was young and mighty ^ 
But now, alas! thefe days are gon^ 

And fo, my dear, good night t'ye. 

But if, by inclination led, 

A youth of equal Uoom you wed. 

No cares by day will teizc you 5 
At night fixch joys will blcfi your bed* 

As cannot fiui to pieafe you. 

While therefore you to chufe arc free, 
Chufeone whofe years with youn agrees 

By love aloiie<divedbed $ 
Alfiur'd that happy days may be 

From happy nights cxpcficdt 



^e LovEJi^j greaUft Bfifs. 

WERE I to chafe the greateft blifs. 
That e'er in love was known, 
"Twou'd be the higheft of my wife, 
T* enjoy your heart done. 

icings might pofTefi their kingdoms free. 

And crowns \inenvy*d wear 5 
They (hou'd no rival have of me, 

Might I reign monarch there. 
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^e Life 0f Keasok^ 

Aw AT* let nought to love difpka^tig. 
My fi^mfriJa, move jpar care» 
Let nought delay the heav'nly bleiTing, 
Nor fqueamiih pride, nor gloomy fear« 

What tho' na grants of royal dopors 
With pompous titles grace our blood? 

We'll fliine in more fubftantial hcMiourSi.. 
Andj tabe sobk»,w^U be good; 

Our name, while virtue thus we tender. 
Will fwectly found where-e'er 'tis ^ke ; 

And all the great ones, they (haU wooder. 
How they reipeA fuch litdc folk^ 

What tho', from, fortune's lavifh bounty,. 

No mighty treafiires we poiTeis, 
We'll find within our pittance^ plentyt 

And be content without excefs. 

Still (hall each kind returning feafoai 
Sufficient for our wishes give: 

For we will live a life of reaibn. 
And that's the only life ta livo^ 
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Tliro* youth and age, in love excelling, 

Well hand in hand together tread; 
Sweet fmiling peace fhall crown our dwelling. 

And babes; :^eet ihiiUng babes, our bed. 

How (hou'd I love the pretty creatures. 
While round my knees they fondly dungj 

To fee them look their mother's features. 
To hear them liip their mother's tongue! 

And when, with envy, time tranfportcd 

Shall think to rob us of our joys; 
Youll in your girls again be courted. 

And I'll go wooing in my boys. 



Vanity of refifiin^ Love. 

No, no, no, no, refinance is but vain. 
And only adds new weight to Cupid*s cham, 
A thouiaad thoufand ways, a thouiand thoufkid art$» 
The tyrant knows to captivate our hearts : 
Sometimes he fighs employs, and ibmetimes tries 
The univerfil language of the eyes 5 
The fierce with fiercenefsshe deftroys. 
The fbft withtendemefsdecoys; 
He kills the ibong with joy, the weak with pain: 
Ko> no> .noj noj refiftuice is but vain. 



BacchvsV 



,y Google 



158 A ColleBion of Songs. 



B A c c H u s'i ^eecb in Praifi of WmE. 

BACCHUS ooe day giUy ftridiag 
On his never-failing tuDy 
Sneaking empty pots deriding. 

Thus addreis'd each toping Coa : 
Traiie the joys that never vary. 
And adore the liquid (brine j 
All things noble, gay, and airyy 
Are perform'd by gen'rous wine. 

Ancient heroes, crown'd with glory. 

Owe their nob)« r ifi te^ -nie^ 
Poets wrote the flaming ftory, 

Fir'd by my divinity: 
If my influence is wanting, 

Mufick's charms bat flo^y move^ 
Beauty toain .vain lies pflath^. 

Till I M the fwaint:Witli love;; 

If you cme-a laftisg ipleafure, 

Mortals, this way J)eiidy0ur eyes J 
From my evcr-flowji^ trea&xie. 

Charming fcenes of blifi ^a^ifc. 
Here's die ibothing balmy bldfing^. 

Sole difpeller of youc pain.; 
Gloomy ibuls firom care reiea&ig. 

He who drinks not, lives in rain* 
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JA^Ht^K 



^e Cbarming Sailor. 



Tj'AREwEL the fatal pleasures, 
^ The fhining maiqueradc. 
And all the dying meadires 

That tender love perfwade : 
The notes that fweetly languifh. 

To aid the lover*s flame, 
Whilll he reveals Ma. anguifli. 

And begs the fair one's name. 

No more you can invite me. 

You fing, alas ! in vam j 
"No muiick can delight mc, 

Tho* Orpheus, play'd again ; 
A lovely iailor pleading. 

With wit in every word> 
Both skill'd in love and breeding. 

Has fix'd my heart on hosaai* 

In every dream appearing. 

All charming, all divine, 
A manner mod endearing^ 

A voice as fbft as .mine : 
His hands fb gently prefTing, 

As if no ropes they knew! 
What is my fbng confeiTmg? 

It gtows A BiUit-ihm. 
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Some tuneful v6icc, befriending 

The fondnefs of my heart. 
In tnournful notes defccnding, 

My tendesnefs impart 
Ah! iiire he ibon wiU icnow lit 

If love ing)ire his fights' 
Thofe eyes that made the poet, 

I fear will guefs too right. 



W o M E N s Ohftimcyi 

THO* women, 'tis true, are but tender. 
Yet nature does ftrength fupply: 
Their will is too ftrong to furrendcr. 
They're obftinate ftill till they die 

In vain you attack 'em with rea&n. 
Your ibrrows you only prolongs 

Difputing is always high-treafbn. 
No woman was e'er in the wrong. 

Your only relief is to bear; 

And when you appear contei^ 
Perhaps, in compaffion, the fiur 

May pcriwadc hcrfclf into c0nfent. 
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T» K^l(^, 



^e EXPOSXX^LATIDK. 

TTov difinal's the lover's, condition, 
•*^ When cruelty governs the fair ?^ 
When the proper, the only phyfician, 

Infults o'er her fervant's de^air^ 
His fufPring§ afford her apleafiire, 

Increafing the more lie compkins^ 
The mwe that he doats on his treafiire,^ 

The fafbr fhe binds iiim in chains. 

Refiftlcfs, all-conquering Creature! 

Difdain not to cure what you caufe : 
Oh, prove not a rebel to nature ! 

Nor laugh at love's fovereign laws^. 
Againft your own felf it is treafon^ 

To torture a heart that is thine : 
My heart is your own, and what reafon . 

Its pain ihou'd longer 1>e mine ? 

Yet deep tho' the darts of your beauty 

Have wounded the heart of your fwain^ 
I think it both pleafure and duty 

To court, and to £i&r the pain : 
Delightfurs the true lover's anguifh \ 

In craving, it ever contents j 
'Tis torture to pine and to languifh. 

But pleafes the while ic torments. 

V»L. IV. P Katha- 
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Katharine Ooie. 

As walking fiwth to view the plain. 
Upon a morning early. 
While May*s fwcet fcent did chear my brain. 

From flow'rs ^hich grow fb rarely j 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid» 
She Ihipi'd, tho* it was foggy, 
I ask*d her name i Sweet fir, fhc laid. 
My name is Katharine Ogie. 

I ftood awhile, and did admire. 

To fee a nymph Co ftatelyj 
So brisk an air there did appear 

In a country maid fb neatly j 
Such nat'ral fweetnefs {he difplay*d» 

Like a lilj in a boggy j 
Diana's fclf was ne'er array*d 

Like this fiime K^th'rine O^^ie, 

Thou flow'ir of females, beauty's queen. 

Who fees thee fure muft priw thccj 
The* thou art dreft in robes but mean. 

Yet thefe cannot "difguife thec'j. 
Thy handfome air, and graceful look. 

Far excels any ck)Wnilh rogie j 
Thou'rt match for laird, or earl, or duke,. 

My charming KAth'rim Qgie^ 



Ok! 
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Oh! were I bat fbme (hepherd-fwaui» 

To fee^ my flock befide thee ; 
At bouting time to leave the plain* 

In milking to abide thee^ 
I'd think myfelf a happier man» ' 

V^ith KatSf my club, and do^y, 
Than he that hugs his thouiaods teot 

Had I but KMfh'rmi Ogu. 

Then Td defpife th' imperial throne. 

And ftatefmens dangerous ftations : 
rd be no king, Fd wear no crown, 

I'd fmQe at conqu'ring nations, 
Miglit I carefs, and flill poflefi. 

This lafs of whom I'm vogie : 
For theie are toys, and ftill look lei^ 

Compared with Ksfh'rine Ogiu . 

But I fear the gods have not decreed 

For me fb fine a creature, 
Whofc beauty rare makes her exceed 

All other works in nature. 
Clouds of dc^air iurround my love> ^ 

That are both dark and foggy : 
Pity my cafe, ye pow'rs above, 

Elfe I die for Katharine Ogie. . 
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Wi L L I E^i Courtjhip. 

BETTY, early goae i majring. 
Met her fwcctheart WilUt Arayingj 
Dcfign or chance, no matter whether. 
But thus we know \^ rcafon'd with her. 

Mark, dear maid, the turtle's cooing, 
Fondly billing, kindly wooing; 
^Scc how every bufli difcoirer$,' 
Happy pairs of feather'd lovers. 

Or in finging, or in loving. 
Every moment ftill improving j 
Love and nature wi£ly kads *«m, 
Love and nature ne'er mi^uides 'em. 

See how the opening Uufliing rofe 
]>oe$ all her fecret charms diploic $ 
Sweet's the time, ah! (hojt*s the mcafiirc. 
Of our fleeting, hafty plea&re. 

Quickly wc muft fhatch the UiflBbs 
Of their loft and fragrant kii^^, 
To day they blopm, they ^e to-morrow 
Droop their heads, and die in forrbw. 



Time, 
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Time, my Befsy will leave no traces 
Of thofe beauties, of thofc graces j 
Youth and love forbid our flaying^ 
Lo7e and youth abhor delaying. 

Dcareft maid ! nay, do not fly me. 
Let your pride no more deny mc 5 
Never doubt your faithful PViUiey 
There's my thumb : I'll ne'er beguile ye. 



Country Delights prrfer'd u the Mafquetade. 

How fweet is the evening air. 
When the laflcs all prepare. 

So trim, and ib dean. 

To trip it o'er the green. 
And meet with their fweet-hearts there! 

While the pale town-lafi 

Difguiics her face^ 
To fqueak at a mafquerade 5 --^ 

Where the proudcft prude 

May be fubdu'd,' 

And when ihe cries. You're rude. 

You may conclude. 
She will not die a maid* 
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A Bee expiring on a LatDy'^ Lips^ 

As near a fountain's Qtivi*tj Hdq 
The bright Celinda lay. 
Her looks increased the fummer's pride. 
Her eyes the blaze of day. 

The rofes blu(h*d with deeper red> 

To fee theo^felves outdone s 
The lilies ibrunk into their bed. 

To find fiich rival fhone. 

Quick, thro' the air, to this retreat, 

A bee indufbious flew, 
Prepar'd to rifle every fwect, 

And fip the balmy dew. 

Drawn by the fragrance of her breath. 

Her rofy lips he found, 
Where he in tranfports met his deaths 

And dropt upon the ground. 

Enjoy, bleft bee, enjoy thy fate. 

Nor at thy fall repine, 
Since kings wou'd quit their royal ftate;, 

To ihare a death Uke thine. 
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9^^ Deff airing Loveiu 

As w A I N, of love de^airing, 
Thus wail'd his crud fate 5 
His grief the ihepherds fharing. 

In circles round him fate : 
The nymphs, in kind compaffion^ 

The lucklefs lover mourn'dj 
All who had felt the pafHon 
A figh for figh returned. 

Oh friends! your plaints give over. 

Your kind concern jEbrbear j 
Should Cloe but difcover 

For me you'd fhed a tear. 
Her eyes fhe*d arm with vengeance^ 

Your friendfhip fbon fubduej 
Too late you'd ask fbrgivenefs. 

And for her mercy fuc. 

Her charms fuch force difcover,, 

Refiftance is in vain ^ 
Spight of yourlclf you*il love her^^. 

And hug the galling chain : 
Her wit the flame increafes. 

And rivets faft the dart 5 
She has ten thoufand graces, 

A04 eaoh cou'd gain a heart* , 



But 
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But ohl one mpre defeiriag 

Has thaw*d her frozen breaib^ 
{Jer heart to him devoting, 

She's cold to all the reft : 
Their love with joy abounding^^ 

The thought difbrads my brais^, 
Oh^ cruel maid ' — Then iwooning^ 

He fell upon the plain. 



Wo MENS Inconfiancy. 

TH E mind of a woman can never be known. 
You never gue& it aright : 
rU tell you the reafon — ihe knows not her OWft> 
It changes £o often ere night. 
Twou'd puzzle AfoUo, 
Her whimfies to foIlow> 

His Oracle wou'd be a jeftj 
She*B frown when (he's kind. 
Then quickly you'll find. 
She'll change like the wind, 
And often abuies 
The man that (he chufca^ 
And what ihe refufes 
Likes befb 
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the Happy. hovEK$. 

JOCKEY andy^myjf togedier were laid; 
yockiy was happy, do \e& was the maid ; 
He <^en did iigh, and crfd, J^fmif , with thee, 
Mj life, tho' in bondage, wou'd feem to be free* 
yimif, who greatly for jockey did burn, 
Wou'd figh to his figh, and kind hngukge, return. 
There's no pair £o happy, Co much of one mind. 
As yo0k^ to yemy, fo j^emj^s indin'd. 

Content with each other in humble retreat. 
They court not new beauties, nor envy the great] 
He'll not quit his nymph, nor the nymph quit her iwain^ 
{Tor pleaiiires yet thought of, or riches to gain. 
Come, all ye gay courtiers, who g^eatnefs admire. 
And fhine in gilt coaches, with pompous attire. 
Regard the true pleafure this couple enjoy, 
iFor pleafisres with focky and ferny ne^er cloy. 

While you quit your Sylt^s for Cloe*s bright eyes, 
jiminta purfu^ you &ir Cloe defpife, 
When one nymph's undone, you another undo. 
And rambling, the fair does the lame thing by you : 
Till nature grows weary, decrepid, and poor. 
Hot aged, but quite has exhaufted her flore i 
*Tis fockey and fenry enjoy the true tafte : 
Be confhmt like than, and your pleafures will la(1:. . 

Vott IV. Q Roger 
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RoGEB. jutd CicELt. . .A Dialogue. 

R* ^otAZy love, let us join, 

xji Come, pr'ythee be min^ 
Mine only, my dcv pretty creature j 

Mor^ Cicely I prize. 

Than I do both my eyes, 
And than honey to me (he is {weeter. 

C. You think to pcrfuadc 

A poor filly maid, 
UnskiU'd ii\ the bus'neft of wooing: 

If you hold on your jcft, 

1*11 be gone, I protcft. 
For fear it (hou'd prove my undoing. 

Jt.rm in fuch a fever. 

The hkc it was never. 
So dreadfully fore is my fmart. 

That Cufid, I weet, 

Were you but to fee't. 
Has bor'd a great hole in my heart, 

C. Yes, yes, the plam cafe is. 

You know all your paces. 
Whene'er you wou*d compais your pleafire 5 

And if filly wenches 

Believe your pretences. 
They'll left to repent at their leifiire* 

£. la 
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1^ In pity forbear 

"* To infolt me, my d6ar j 
Oh fparc, while fo forcly I languifh ! 

What room, dear unkind. 

For deceit can you find. 
In a breaft that is brim-fuU of anguiih ? 

C. Nay, nay, lU^er, now. 

You wrong me, I vow, 
I wou'd not be reckoned hard-hearted i 

But, alas! I have known. 

For believing too ibon. 
Poor maids that have wofully fmarted* 

R, Pray do not fiippofe. 

That Vm one of thofi 
Who can leave their fweet-hearts in the lurch; 

I mean, in good iboth, ' 

To plight you my troth. 
When the bans have been ask'd in the church* 

C* But then, (hou'd you fbon. 

With the firft honey«moon, 
Shou'd you forfeit the troth which you plighted; 

Shoa'd you, cool to your :^)Ouie» 

Laugh at all your pafl vows. 
And Ckefy, poor Ckely ! be flighted ? 



(^ a K 0»m;» 
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R. Come, fvtreet! be not ihy. 
On your true-love rely j 

Come, with hearty good- will let's agree ^ 
You may quit every fear. 
When, without you, I fwear, 

All the world Vou*d be nothing to me. 

C. Well, I can't but approve 

Of fb honeft a love; 
Nor dread to be fcch a one's wife. 
II. And a love, my dear ds^ 

Tint's as honeft as this, 
Is as long and as lafting as life. 



PerfeSl B e a u t y. 

WHEN perft<a beauty is by heav'n deiign'd. 
It forms the body as it forms the mind % 
The fbape without is like the fhapc within, 
And glorious fouls make every feature ihiae. 

Such compofiticm dttes AmMnJk grace» ~ 

Divine's her thoughts feraphk: is her face ; 
The pow'rs of mufick thro' the fahrick roll. 
And tuneful ^arts make up th' harmonious whole ; 
For when in face and voice fhe*s pleas'd t* appear. 
Her charms (b ftrike the eye, fb flrike the ear, 
Wci^ou'd-'Jbr ever look, wccou*d fw ever hear. 
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^e London Ditty. 

OB Ltndon is a fine town, and a gallant city, 
'Tis governed by the icarlet gown, come liften to 
TIus city has a mayor, this mayor is a lord, [«^y <^tty j 
He govemeth the citizens aU by his own accord. 
Ob London X5, 8cc. 

He boaftech his gentility, and how nobly he was born, 
His arms they are three ox heads, and his creft a rampant 

horn: 
The firfl journey his lordihip takes,, is to Hyimm/ier-hall, 
Attended by twelve companies, for he mud have 

them all. Oh London is^ &c. 

The barges are made fine] and gay for his lordfhip 

and the heft. 
And dung-'boats and lighters provided for the refl.^ 
Then at the Exchequer he's fworn upon a fhoe fble. 
That he will be no wife man th«i was his brother 

jobernole. Oh London is, &c« 

The (word is born before 'em up and down the flairs. 
To fright away the little boys that laugh at our lord 
And when that is ended, home again he comes, [mayors } 
With joyful noiie upon the Thames of trumpets and ot 
drums. Oh London if, 6cc. 

Q.3. His 
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His lordfliip lands at PAtd*s wharf, and on along he jogs* 
Attended by his companiesj as hungry as any dogs : 
Then in comes the carver, and boldly hWs to work. 
With knife lik^ to a (cimetar, as fierce as any Tisrk. 
O^ London />, &c. 

He hit upon the goofe bone> and turn'd both edge 

and point, [joint 

Till he look'd upon my lord mayor, he cou'd not hit the 
Then up came cuftard, with twenty-four nooks. 
As you may find recorded in yafm Stnf's books. 
Oh London //, 2rc. 

And why it was Co big, if you wou'd know the reafbn, 
It was to keep their chaps at work, that wou'd' be 

prating treafon. 
Then they go to Greiirmich, all in the city barg|e. 
And there they have a noble treat, all at the city ch^ge, 

oh London is, &c. 

And when they come to CuckohPs-point, they make a 

gallant (how. 
Their wives bid the muiick play Cuckolds all a row: 
Then they go to FauTs church ere morning prayer 

^&^^f [pins. 

And as they go along the ftrcet, they ftoiop to pick up 
oh Lcmdon //, &c. 



But 
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Butlf you'd luiow, III tell you the moTal reafon of ir, 
They that woii'd to riches grow, muft ftoop for little 

P">fi^- [maker. 

My lord mayor rides al<>ng^the fheet like unto a iaw- 

Wkh forty catch-poles at his arie, to profecute the baker. 

Oh London i/, See. 

And when he comes to the baker's ftall, and finds 
his bread too light, fand knight: 

He £»ids it home to his own hoafe, to icaft both lord 

Then to the Sejpom-houft they go, the fefTioos there to 
iteep^ 

Until that the recorder comes, they all are iaft afleep. 
Oh London is^ Sec. 

They call up all their juries by twelves and by twelves. 
And if they hang up no man, they may go hang them- 

fclves : [they ride, 

So then they borrow boots and fpurs, and out ot town 
To fee the bears baited on the bank-fide. 

Oh London is^ &c. 

And when that they have done, they all return again. 
Like fb many apes, with each his golden chain : 
Then to hear a fermon once a year he rides unto the 

ipittle, [but little. 

And there fits full three hours long, and brings away 

Oh London », Sec. 
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And when that be comes home, ]ie fits down ftt las 
board, %, [t g; 

And if be has not minc'd pies, bis cbear's not wortb ^ 
My lady iays unto my lord, wben all the guefts are goBe* 
I dointend to-morrow, to inrite my frieod Sir J9htu 
Oh London isy &c» 

For I don't think k fit always to bare tradefinen; 

1 pray therefore let me rub in a qourtier now and then: 

My lady boldly ask'd my lord wbac diihes ibe fixm'd 

k*V«» [brave. 

To entertain ber friend Sir Johh th«t was lb fine and 

Ob LOiid<ni Ut tUQ. 

My lord be nam'd a calyes-head> at. wbicb ibe made a 

l>i^» [ftanding difli: 

Axui iwore fhe'd have a turkey-cock, for ibe fov'd a 

Next, once a year, into Effe^ a bunting^ they do go^ 
To &i 'em pais along, ob! 'tis a moH pretty {how. 
oh London i/, dec. 

Thro' Cheapjkh, and Wencharch-flriet, and lb tx>MgH9 
pump» [{word crofi his rump 1 

Each man with*s ipurs in bis borie's lides, and bis back- 
My lord be takes a ftaff in Land to beat the buihes o'er, 
X muft confefs it^^gfi% work be ne'er bad done before. 
Qh Londqn u, &q. 
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A creature bounces from a bufli which made 'em all 
to laugh, # [calf: 

My lord he ayd, A hare, a hare! but it pfov'd an tfftx 

And when they had done thck fport, they came to Landti^ 
where they dwell, [knew them well. 

Their faces all £> torn and icratch'd, their wives fcarce 
. Ob Lmdon is^ &c. 

For *twas a very great-mercy (o many fcap'd alive. 
For of twenty iaddles carried out, they brought again 
but five. 

Oh Loiklon h, &c* 



^'-pwAS down in a meadow I dianc'd for to pafib 

X Oh ! there did I ^y a young beautiful lafi i 
Her age I am fiire it was fcarcely fifteei^ 
And (he on her head wore a garland of green { 
Her lips were like rubies, and as for her cyes^ 
They ^>ar]ded like diamonds or fbrs in the skies i ^ 
And as for her voice, it was charming and dear. 
And ihe fiing a fbhg for the lofs of her dear. 

Why does my loVd l^Uf prove falfti and unkind? 
Or why does he change ^ke the Wsfveriiig wind. 
From one that is loyal in every degree ? 
Oh! why does he change to adether fKiBk me? 

Or 



,y Google 



lyZ A ColkSHon of Songs, 

Or why does he kugh at my farrow and woe? 
Or Vfbj does he fcf^ at my iad overthrow ? 
Sufann^ will always prove true to her truft> 
rm £)rry bv*d ^Ijf wSl prove fo unjuft. 

Twas down iq a meadow a making of hay. 
Oh there did we pafi the Iwect minutes away j 
I luM'd him to deep, and I watch'd him the while» 
And when he awak'd, 'twas with a fweet imilei 
And when he went forth to harrow and plow> 
I mHVd him fweet fyUibubs under the cowi 
Oh then was I Ud^ and fat on his knee» 
No lad in the world was '& loving as ke^ 

But now he has lefrme, ind Ikwif the fair. 
Employs all his wiihes, his thou^ts, and his care^ 
He kifles hen hand,' abd Jets her on lus knee. 
And fays aU the kind things he once laid to me i 
But if (he believes fiirti, tKe filfe-^eartcd fwain 
Will leave her, and then fhe like me may complain. 
For nothing's more certain, — • believe filly Sue, 
Who once has been faithlefs, can feldom prove true» 

She finifh*d her fbng, and rofe to be gone. 
When over the common came jolly yo\mgjohnu 
He told her, that fhe was the joy of his life. 
And if ftie'd cQn&nt, he wou'd make her his wife : 
She cou'd not re&fe him^ fo tp church then they went \ 
Young B////S forgot, and young Suffm's content^. 
Mofl men are like Billys moft women like Su$%. 
And if mett prove falfe, why fhou'd women prove true? 

Clok 
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Cloe a Goddess. 

^Loi*s a goddefi in the groves 
^ A Namd in the ftreams i 
An angel in the chuf ch (he moves f 
A woman in my dreams. 

Lore fteals artillVy from bor eye^ 

The graces point her charms $ 
Orfhms is rivai'd in her voice* 

And Vilnts 2a her arms* 

Nnrer fb happily in one* 

Did heav'n and earth combine ( 
And yet 'tis flefli and blood alone * 

Make her this thing divine. 

She Iboks like other mortal dames* 

Till I unlace her boddice; 
But when with fire (he meets my flames. 

The wench turns up a goddeis» 
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DefpMring Lyczdas. 

BBNEATB a gloomy ihade. 
For unhappy lovers mad^ 
The poor deQ>airuigj^cU«i was laid. 
While drooping turtles cooing fiood 
On the green branches of the dusky woodi 
The mournful flutes contend in vain* 
To lull his cares, to eaie his pain. 
His pain and cares thus force him to complain^ 

• Ah, heedlefiihepherds! guard your hcarta 
< From woman's htal eyes, 

! They wound us (till with poifim'd dart^ 

* And he that's wounded dies: 

< Their form and lace, like leas ferene, 

' StiU promiie only joy; 
^ But oh! the (helves, their hearts withiii, 

* Are certain to delfaroy. 

• Ah ! let my &te thy wreck prevent;, 

* Nor venture (torn the ihore: 
But here the haplefi ihepherd, fpent 

In fighs, fimk down, and iaid no more. 
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Tom 0^ Bedlam. 

FORTH from my dark and difmal ceD, 
Or from the dark abyfi of hdl, 
M«i Ttfiv is ccone tQ view the world ^flb 
To fee if he can cure hisdiftcmpcrVI brain : 
Fears and cares opprefs my fiiul; 
Hark ! how the angry fruries howU 
^Imo laughs, and Projerpim is ^ad, ^ 

To fee poor angry Z2m» «' BedUm mad : 
Thro' the world I wander n^t and day« 

To find my ftraggling fenfes. 
In an angry mood I met old Timi, 
, With his pentateuch of tenfes. 
When me he fpies» away he flies» 

For 7f im will ftay for no man ; 
In vain with cries I rend/the skiest 

For pity is not common. 
Cold and comfertlefs I be» 
Help, help, or dfe I die: 
Hark ! I hear ^fii/o's team 

The carman 'gins to whiftie; . 
Chaft I^m bends her bow. 

And the boar begins to brifUe^ 
Come Vnkm with tools and with tackles. 
To knock o£F my troublcfome ihacklcs \ 
Bid Cht^rUi make ready Ms wain. 
To bring me my fenfes again. 

Laft 
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, Laft night I heard th; D0g Sisr baric, 
Mars met Venus ia the dark » 
Limping VtdcaH heat an iron bar. 
And furiouily made at the god of war i 
Ms^rs with his weapon laid about* 
Limping VuUmt had got the gout i 
His broad honb did fb hang in his light» 
That he couM ^ot fee to aim his bbws ar^ht. 
Mtrcwryt the nimble poft of heaven,. 

Stood ftill to fee the quarrdj 
Gorrel-bcUied Bscchas, gi^t-like, 

Beftrid a ftrong-beer barrel: 
To me he drank, I did him thailk^ 

But I cou'd drink no cyder i 
He drank whole buts, 'till he Wft his guts. 

But mine were ne'er the wider. 
Poor Tom is very dry, 
A little drink for charity. 
Hark ! I hear jiBnn's hounds. 

The huntfmen whoop and hallow, 
Jjngwood, BjBckwood, fowler. Bowman, 

All the chace do follow. 
The man in the moon drinks claret» 
iUts powder'd beef, tumep, and car'rotr 
But a cup of MsUga iack, 
WiM fire the buib at his back. 
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^e SOMEHLSETSHZSLE C £ O W K. 

r> o vind thb vicar of Taunton Dean, 
^J And he'll tell ye the bancs Were askcdj 
A good vat capon he had ver's pains* 

And I zent it home in a basket -» 
And a FrUay night I was, by right. 

To have prov'd if (he were a, maiden. 
And now (he's run with a fbldier to town, 

Htydledom deydledom cuddtny 

M€y4on duditn cudden, Tom, 

Sing heydiJom deydUdom cuidtn* 

My mother ihe zold her bhie game cock, 

And a dainty brood of chicken. 
Then bought hendf a canvafi fmock,- 

And rackt it up In the kitchen \ 
And (he bought me z cambrick band. 
With a bumpkin pair of breeches* 

Not thinking but Joan 

Wou'd have made me her own \ 
But I vai^ fhe*d have none of the vetches, 

Ueydon duddin cmldm, Tom, 

Sm^ btfdlidom difdbd^m cuddeth 
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rU take a hatchiet, aad hang my audi. 

Before 111 indure thefe loiles > 
Or dfe a rope ia » doleibme wdl s 

For I never can bear theie crofies: 
Or Fil go to ibme beacon high. 

For I vaith I am welly wooden. 
And throw myzelf down, her kindnefi to try. 

If {he can think 'tis a better trade. 

This fliootmg of guns and (laflilng. 
She'll find herfdf but a fimple jade. 

For therc^s more to be^t by thtafhing » 
I ne'er fhall beg without a leg, 
Kor occafion have ver a wooden*' 

Nor cripple become 

By vollowing a drum. 
Hifiiedom dyMtd9m cftddm^ fce« 



^e 9yanfpcrted LovBflL. 

WHEK firft I law the bright JurJlu^^ eyes, 
A fudden trembUng did my limbs ftrpriibe. 
In every vein 1 felt a ting;iing fmart. 
And a cold faintneis all around my heart: 
But oh, the circling joy, but oh, the pleaibg pain ! 
And oh! and oh ! may 4)oth ten thou£u]d years lemain 



JockeyV 
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JqckeyV Conqucft. 

A BONNY iad there was, 
. And fockey was his name,. 
He courted long a lais. 
But cou'd na wreng^ her fame«> 

He pro£Eer'd money, profier'd land. 
He (ought her night and day ; 

But iHll fhe woyi'd {la under(biid« 
But aoiwer'd JnUvf^ Nay. 

But he, a cunning wary looii. 
Found eance a plea£uit hour ; 

We'as noe, quo he. Tie ho my boon. 
And tuke her tell a bow'r. 

He fig'^ her on the grafs. 
Where thfey had nuickle play ^ 

And ever fince, the bonny lafs 
Has ne'er ar$^'4 Jock^^ nay.. 




vo^ IV. n m 
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S%e Farme&V Delight. 

TT ARK, the cock crowed, \h day sffl abroad* 

■'' "■■ And looks like a jolly fair mornixig, 

Upi Ro^er and j^amest and drive out your team^ 

Up, quickly, to carry the com in : 
D/ny the drowfy, and BartMly bowzy. 

At brcakfaft we'll flout and we'll jeer, boys» 
Sluggards ihall chatter with fmall-drink and water. 

While you (hall tope off the Afarch beer, boys. 

Lafles that fnore, for ihame give it o'er. 

Mouth open the fiies wiil.be blowing $ 
To get us flout hum, when Chriftmm is come. 

Away where the barley is morwiog : 
In your fmock-fleeves tod, go biad tip the fliesres too^ 

With nimble yonng lttfv(«Wand HMtfjx 
Then when work's over, at night give each bver 

A hug and a bufs in the dairy. 

Two for the mow, an4 two for die plough, 

Is then the next labour comes after : 
I'm fure I hir'd four, but if you wai^t 4itdre, 

ril fend you my wife and my daughter. 
Roger the lufty, tell RMchd the trufty. 

The barn's a rare place to ileal garters ; 
Twixt her and you then,^ contrive up the mow theiW 

And take it at sight for'yoor q^uarters. 



,y£oogIe 



A CdkSiion of Sot^. 187 



CCL1.ADOK j Ofj Sylvia overcome. 



c 



lELLADON, when ^ring came on, 
Woo'd Sylvia in a grove. 
Both gay and young, and ftill he fiing ^ 

The fwcct delights of love : 
Wedded joys in girls and boys. 

And pretty chat of this and that ! 
The honey kifs, and charming blifs. 

That crowns the marriage l?ed i 
He fiiatch'd her hand^ fht blu(h*d and fiin'd, 

And fom'd as if afraid ; 
Forbear, (he cries, your fiiwning Iyes> 

IVe vow'd to die a maid. 

Celladm at that begai^ 

To talk of apes in hell. 
And what is worie, the odious curfc 

Of growing old and ftalej 
Lofs of bloom, when wrinkles come, 

And offers kind when none will mind j 
The rofy joy, and iparkling eye. 

Grown faded and decay'd 5 
At which, when known, fhe chang*d her tone. 

And to the fllepherd faid. 
Dear (wain, give o'er, Fll think once more. 

Before Fll die a maid. 

a z Love 
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Love and Wine. An Anacreontick. 

CROWN me with the branching yine> 
. Round mj temples let it twine j 
See ! the reeling god appears, 

With siUnusy green in years, ^i 

Crown'd with joy, let them come, ' 

Welcome! welcome ! welcome ! welcome! 
Pour the fragrant oil, and fhcd 
Od'rous perfumes on my head^ 
Cufid (hall the skinkcr be 5 
Fill a glafs, and give it mej 
Fill out more, you little ibt. 
Till it overlook the pot. . *-, 

Mingle love and fbft defires, "* 

Tender thoughts and am'rous fees. 
Let not jealoufy intrude. 
Trivial joys, or noify fewd j ^ 
But kt*s drink, and be divine. 
Like our brother Vhoshus ihinej 
Drink like him, like him appear, 
Frelh and blooming all the year. 

Gay and fmiling, full of life, i 

£afy, quiet, free fromHrifci ' 

Fraught with friendihip, fraught with love. 
Let the hours fucceifive move, 
Fading unregarded on, ' 

Nor repine at what \s gone j 

3 But 
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But tbe fre&othoiu: employ^. 

tVitb wiiies:.bh, loyc'i akcrmtc Joy ! 

iTftw content; irr%!d^fate - - --• t 

Calls us from our happy (late. 

Well drink oov:^s^\ iai throvritdown^ 

And die without a fingle irown. 



j^hriee to Flohetta^ 

INSULTING hk^ you miienq>loy 
Thoie charms which nature gavcf 
As if the power to deftroy 
Were greater than to ^ye< 

So kings, who to the power they have 

Add rage and cruelty. 
Their fubje&s may a while cnfiave^ 
But unlamented die. 

Then, dear l^mM, be advis'd, * ' 

Nor ihun my profier'd care ; 
Wou'd you by all be truly prit'd. 

Be kind as you are £ur. 




ManV 
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^..Jrr^: 



A 



Mak'5 Incmfianoj. 

H \ why» AUidSi wou'd you leave 
b A nymph tkat doats on you? 

Kd thy ArnsmiA once deceive 

. Or ever jmx>vc untrue ? 

Shou'd fo much truth, from onehdov'd, 
Meet fiich unkind return? 

And mufl: that flame, which nature m0?*d> 
In age no longer barn? 

In inEmcy^ our little hearts 

Were mutually infpir'd 5 
Kind love then gilded aU his d«rts> 

And gave all we defir'd. 
When-ever ought my tender years 

Oppreft with childifh grief. 
Then wou'd ^ex» fhare my tears» 

And fly for kind relief. 

Another now th* inconftaat loves. 

Forgetful of his mate j ' . : 

But tho* in diftant plains he roves, 

Yet can't AmanU hate. 
Beware, young virgins, how ^©ur mind 

To feithlcfs men you give, 
For thcy'f c as wav'ring as the wind, 

And^fixin or late deceive. 
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iV^ 



No woman her envy can fmother^ 
Tho' never fo vain of her ciarmsf 
If a beauty (he (pies in another. 
The pride of her heart it alarms. 

New conqueils ihe ftill muft be making 
Or fancies her power grown Icfs, 

Her poor little hart is Mi akmg 
At fight of another's fuccefs. 

But nature defign'd, 

In lore to mankind. 
That different beauties fiiOtt'd mot'e, 

StiB pl^Ls'd to ordain. 

None aPBT ihou'd rc^ 
Sole monarch in emphre or kve* 

Then learn to be wiie. 

New triumphs, defpiicv 
And leave to your neighbours their due j 

If one cannot pleafe, 

Tou'U find by degrees* 
Tott'U not be contented with two. 



ACTI0«*# 
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•T^^.^ 



A c T E O'M^i Fate accounttd for. 

As naked almoft> and more fair you appeaF>. 
Thaa Dimu^ when fpy*d by ASeon \ 
Yet that ftag-huntcr's fate, your votaries her^ 
We hope you're too gentle to lay on. 

For he> like a fed, took a peep, and no mor^ 
So (be gare him a lar« pair of homs» fir $ 

What goddeis, uodrefi, uck negle^l ever bote; 
Oir, what woman e*er pardon'd fuch icoms, fir ? 

The man, who with beauty feafts only bb eyes» 
With the fair always works his own ruin $ 

iTottfhallfindbyoura^^ns, our looks, and our fighs. 
We're aot barely contented with viewing. 



Sccrit Love. 

Ab! BelbuU$s lampreft 
With torments not to be expreft« 
Peace and I are fbangers grown, 
I languifh till my grief be knowQ^ ' 
. Tct wou'd noe have it gacSL 



Ifke 
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^e Partial Nymph. 



WH A T a iad fate is mine ! 
My love is my crime j 
Or why fhou'd fhe be 
More eafy and free 
To all than to me? 

But if, by dildain. 
She can Icflfen my pain, 
Tis^ I implore. 
To make me love left. 
Or hcrfelf to love more. 



Lqve fn§re powerful thfn Fate. 

1 ATTEMPT from love's iicjk:ners to fly all in vaifl, 
Since I am my fclf my own fever and pain j 
No more now, fond heart, with pride no more j(well. 
Thou canft not raife forces enough to rebel \ 
For love has more pow*r, and lefs mercy than fate. 
To make us leek ruin, and love thole that hate. 



Vol. IV, S Lote 
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' • Love for Love. 

THEY tell US that you, mighty pow'rs above. 
Make pcrfc£fc .your joys and blcflings by love : 
Ah ! why do you liiflfer the blefling that's there. 
To give a poor lover fuch lad torments here f 
Yet tho* for my paflion fuch grief I endure, 
My love (hall, like yours, fti)! be conftant aod pure. 

To iuffer for him, gives ^n eafe to my {>ains. 
There's joy in my grief, and there's freedom in chains. 
If 1 were divine, he cou'd love rae no more. 
And I, in return, my adorer adore : 
Oh ! let his dear life then, kind gods, be your care. 
For I in your bleflings have no other (hare. 



w 



^e QUANDAHY. 

HAT can we poor females do. 
When pre(ring, teixing lovers (ue ? 
Fate affords no other way, 
But denying, or complying. 
And rcfenting, or confenting, 
Doci alike our hopes betray. 



^ 
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Stbe Bu&NiKG-Gi^Ass of Ice. 

SE E how the fading glories of the year 
Put on a youthful fmile to welcome her: 
Sj^te of the dog-ilar's madnefs, her bright eyef 
Create a fpring of ever-blooming joysi 
All nature to her charms freih tribute yield% 
Making where-e'er flie comes lUxMm fields. 
Where rofes proudly breathe out all their fwect, 
' And blufh oat all their beauty at her feet i 
Where nightingales their own lo7e-ibngs lay by, 
And her inimitable graces try : 
While the more wanton hills and groves rejoice* 
Faintly to echo back her heav'nly voice. 
iJ^or. But my pains rage the more near paradiie, 
TanthM is to me a burning-giais of ice. 



Infatiahlenefs ofMjtL^. 

WH Y fhou'd men quarrel here, where alUpoflcfs 
As much as they can hope for by fiicccfs ? 
None can have moft, where nature is fb kind. 
As to exceed man's ufe, tho* not his mind. 

S 1 Difftnnce 
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Difference of being Dead^ and Dead-drunk. 

BACCHUS is.a pow'r divine. 
For he no fboner fills znj head 
With mighty wine. 
But all my cares refign. 

And droop, and droop, then (ink, fink down dead. 

Then, then jthe pleafing thoughts begin. 

And I in riches flow. 

At leaft, I fancy fb. 
And without thought of want, I iing, I iing. 

Stretch'd on i9ie earth, my head all around 
With flowers, weav'd into a garl^d, crown'd. 

Then, then I begin to live. 

And icorn what all the world can (hew or give. 

Let the brave fools who fondly think 

Of honour, and delight 

To make a noife, a noife and fight. 
Go fcek out war, whilft I feek peace and drink. 

Then fill my glafs, fill, fill it high. 

Some perhaps think it fit to fall and die; 

But when the bottles rang'd make war with me. 

The fighting fool (hall fee. 

When I am funk, 
1)lie iXS'veacc, to lie dead, and lie dead drunk. 
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Pleafures of tbeCovsTKY Life, 

N' 



r o, no, 'tis in vain, in this turbulent tow«, 
To cxpedk either pleafure or reft ; 



To hurry and nonfenfe ftill tying us down> 
^is an over-grown prifbn at bcft. 

From hence to the country efcaping away. 
Leave the crowd and the buftle behind ^ 

And then you'll fee liberal nature difplay 
Athouiknd delights to mankind. 

The change of the feafbns, the Iports of the fields. 

The fweetly diverfif/'d fcenc 5 
The groves, and the gardens, and every thing yield* 

A chearfiibcfs ever fcrenc. 

Here, here, from ambition and avarice free. 

My days may I quietly fpend ; 
Whilft the cits, and the courtiers, unenvy'd for mc, 

May gather up wealth without end. 

No, I thank 'cm, I wou'd not, to add to my ftore. 

My peace and my freedom refign j 
For vvho, for the lake of poflefling the ore, 

Wou'd be fentenc'd to dig in the mbe ? 

S 3 Unreafin 
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Unreafonallenefs of Jealov $y. 

'VIT H Y fhcu'd I ask to wliom flic's kmd> 
^^ Since I her &vours fhare j 
And none eer cur'd a roving mind 
■ By jcaloufy or care ? 

Vrhy (hou'd I ftill diHurb my a&, 

Miftruflful o( her charms i 
And fear that every look betrays 

Her to fome rival's arms? 

Since if Corinnn truly loves, 

Refhaint \s needled fure ; 
And if her inclinaticn roves. 

No •Ari6bieis can fecure. 



<;!uriD defended. 

^%Kst, ceafc of Cupid to complain, 
^^ Love, love's a joy ev'n while a pain : 
Then think how great his bliflcs. 
Moving glances, balmy kifles. 
Charming raptures, matchlefs fVvects j 
Love alone all joy complcats. 



Wit 
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Wit and Y larvu fupericr to Goi,d 
afid Beauty. 

WHY, Damm, why, why, why fo prcfling? 
The heart you bcg's not worth poiTeffiog j 
Each look, each word, each fmilc's afFcdicd, 
And inward charms arc quite neglected : 
Then fcorn her, fcorn her, foolifh fwain. 
And figh no. more, no more in vain. 

Beauty's worthlefi, fading, flying. 
Who wou*d for trifles think of dying? 
Who ft'r a face, a fhape, wou*d languifh. 
And tell the brooks and groves his anguifh. 

Till flie, till fhe thinks fit to priz^iiim. 

And aU, and all bciide deipife him ? 

Fix, fix your thoughts on what*s inviting. 

On what will never bear the flighting : 

Wit and virtue claim your duty. 

They're much more worth than gold and beauty : 

To them, to them your heart refign. 

And youll no moFe> no more repine. 



S^ 
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WiKE a Cure for L o v k. 



Wi N fi reje&ing. 
Mirth ncgle(£iing. 
Why, my MUrtJer, 
Thus do ye ftand here. 
Thus do ye ftand here, 

So unmanned i 

If your Thyllis 
Scornful ftill is. 
Never tehe you, 
Wine will eafe you. 
And releale you 

. From your pAU). 



Stbe Sordid Fair. 

YOUTH and age for Celia ftrove, 
CelM ask'd a proof of love,i 
Age with wealth the hir ador'd. 
Youth with conftant love was ftor'd : 
But fhe, as women ever do. 
To love was falfc, to int'reft true. 



Advic£ 
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Advice well Staken. 

Cantata. 

OH fam*d AfcaMa's flow'ry plains/ 
The gay TAfior^ once was heard to fing» 
Clofe by a tountain's cryM Q>rm2 
She warbled out iier merry (brains. 

Shipherds, i»cu*Jyou hope to fhafi us. 

You rmtfi evtry humour try\ 
Sometimes flatter^ fometimes teize tts. 
Often laugh, amlfimetimej die $ 
Soft denyals 
Are but trials, 
You muftfolhw when t^efly^ 

Damon, who long ador'd this fprightly maid> 

Refblv'd at laft to try his fate : 
He iigh'd, (he fmiiM j he kneel'd and pray'd. 

She firown'd , he ro(e and walk'd away^ 

But (bon returning, look'd more gay. 

And ding, and danc'd^ and on Ids pipe 
A chcarful echo play'd : 

Paibcft 
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Paflora fled to d Jhtuty grove^ 

Damon vuw'^d her. 

And fterfu'd her, 
Cupid laugh d, mnd crowned his love; 
The nymph looked htck, well pleased to fit 
That Dainon run asfwifi as /he. 



S^e Happy Swain. 

THREE nymphs glad Damon's heart revived* 
Or are they graces three ? 
Where beauty, wit» and truth al»de. 
From female arts and foolifh pridc^ 
The fcx's firaOty, ftcc 

No jealous cares their minds pofIe!s» 

He wears an cafy chain \ 
No chance can make his transports fe£i^ 
Each is a gentle (hepherdefs. 

And he a happy fwain. 

Let guilty fbds thar trium^ img» 

O'er injured maids undoney 
. Forget the joy. endure the fting. 
While endlefs peace and pkafure fpruig. 
From Damon's love alone. 



^t 
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The Charming Milk-Maid. 

To the Tunc of Bright uOtreH/t. 

MA R J A, when my fight you blefi. 
Each morn beneath your cow. 
How can the fwain his joy exprefs. 
To fee thee iji thy rural drefs, 
And hear thee finging too ? 

. Thy milk-white waiftcoat, free from flaixW 

Denotes thy purer thought. 
As dear from &l(hood as difiain $ 
And in thy fofr and chearfiil ftram. 

My cares arc aH forgot. 

Thy breath .cxedfe the Vreatli of morii 

More fragrant than the hay j 
Or flow'rs, tho* in thybofom worn; 
Or clover-grafs, or green-car'd com i 

Or cows, more fweet than they. 

Thy modeft cheeks out-blufh the rofe, 

Whilft I thy charms recite 5 
Thy lips are cherries, eyes are floes. 
And thy engaging fmiles diicloie 

Two rows of iv'ry white. 
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But ohy the burden of my (bng! 

Thofc charms may f^l a prey. 
And be commanded right or wrong. 
By ibme dull clown, whofe vulgar tongue 

Can neither fing nor hj. 

The vilct thus, that in the mead 

Regal'd our fmell, alas ! 
No more mull rear its blooming head> 
Stamped in by fbme bkck ox's treads 

Or. chew'd with common graf&. 

The chearfiil mornings, once Co blefl* 

Soft ev'nings too are o*er : 
Ye cows, whole teats M/^rU preft, 
Farewel, my pipe has done its befts 

MsrtM fmiles no mora 



S7?e Folly c/Love. 

LovE*s a trifling filly pafTion* 
Often tei^ing, 
Seldom pleaiing. 
If we're confbnt fure to cloy: 
Let us follow inclination i 
Always ranging. 
Ever changing, 
Brings a frefb fupply of joy. 
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^be Wavering Fair One. 

18 p Y CeUn, Celm eyes me, 
I approach her, but flie flics m« ;* 
I purfue, more coy I find her 5 
1 £scm colder, then Ihe's kinder. 

Her eyes charm me, my words move her. 
She efteems me, and I love her $ 
In not blefllng, moft (he bleilcs> 
And not pofleiTing, each poflcfles. 

Now fhe blufhes, I grow bolder j 
She wou'd leav9 me, but I hold her i 
She ^rows angry, I appeafe her 5 
I am ruder, then I plcafe her. 

Her eyes charm me, my words move her. 
She efteems me, and I love her ; 
In not blefllng, mofl (he blefles. 
And not poUefTmg, each pofTeiles. 




ft]b0 
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^e Resolution. 

No longer, Damim, III repine 
At CeliM's cold difdain^ 
•Tis fprightly, healing, ruddy wine> 
Sh^ eafe my heart of pain. 

No, no, no longer m purfue 

The faithlefs £ex in vain^ 
The ripen'd grape (hall joys renew. 

And eafe my heart of pain. 

The racking thoughts of anxious love 
Shall ne'er torment my l»ain •, 

No more the tyrant god ihall move. 
And vex my heart in vaia 

To iacred friendfliip IH refign 

The coming part of life j 
Kind Vamm^ and xhe fwelling vine. 

Prefer before a wife 
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7ib^ Fangs of Love. 

Oh! what pangs are felt in love! 
Swains complaining, 
Nymphs difflaining. 
Oh! what pangs are felt in love! 

*Tis a pafTion there's no rcfrsdninf» % 
But whcn-e'er the nymphs prove kind. 
And relieve the tortur'd mind. 
What endlefs blifs the captives find. 
Relieved from thek complaimngl 

Hafte, thou blind deluding boy, 
Wing'd with pleafiirc, 
Seek ray treafurc, 
6loe to my arms decoy. 

Fly, give her thoughts no leifurci 
Bind her with the fbfteft chain, 
Tho' coo long (he's gi'n me pain. 
Oh, make her to inddge her fwain. 
For (he alone's my treafiire. 

qp 
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Col in' J Kequefi.' 

HELP me, each harmonious grove, 
Gently whiipcr, all ye trees. 
Tune each warbling throat to love. 
And cool each mobd with (bfteft breeze. 

Breathe fwcet odours, every flow'r. 
All your various paintings (bow; 

Pleafing verdure grace each bow'r. 
Around let every blefTing flow. 

Glide, ye limpid brooks, along, 
ThaeSus, glance thy mildeft ray ; 

Murm'rxng floods, repeat my fong. 
And tell what Colin dare not fay. 

CiliM comes ! whofe charming air 
Fires with love the rural (wains ; 

Tell, ah ! tell the blooming fair. 
That Calm dies if fhe difdains. 




Tie 
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^he Dame 0/ H o n o u r. 

SINCE now the world's turn^ upfidc down. 
And all thiqgs chang'd in natii^e. 
As if a doubt were newly grown, 

We hid the fame creator} 
Of ancient modes, and former ways> 

ril teach you, iirsj the manner. 
In good queen Befs's golden days. 
When I was a maid of honour. 

I had an ancient noble feat, 

Tho' now 'tis come to ruin. 
Where mutton, beef, and fuch goodmeat 

In th* hall were daily chewing j 
Of humming beer my cellar full, 

I was the yearly donor. 
Where toping knaves had many a pull : 

When I was a dame of honour. 

My men, of home5>un honeft grays, 
- Had coats and comely badges, 
They wore no dirty ragged lace. 

Nor e'er complained for wages. 
For gaudy fringe and filks o'th' town, 

1 fear'd no threatning dunner. 
But wore a decent grogram gown. 

When I was a Janie of honour. 

Vol. IV, T I never 
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I never thought CamharUes 

Ingredient good in polTet ; 
Nor ever ftript me to my (lays. 

To play the punt at baflet j 
In Ratafia ne'er made debauch, 

Nor recrS like toping gunner j 
Nor let ray mercer feize my coach. 

When I was a dame of honour. 

I ftill prefcrv'd my maiden fame, 

III fpight of oaths and lying, 
Tho* many a long-chin'd youngfter came. 

And fain wou'd be enjoying } 
My fan to guard my lips I kept. 

From Cupid*s lewd o'er-runner. 
And many a Roman nofe I rapt, 

When I was a dame of honour. 

My curling locks I never bought. 

Of beggar's dirty daughters. 
Nor, prompted by a wanton thought. 

Above knee ty'd my garters: 
I never glow'd with painted pride. 

Like punk when the devil has won herj 
Nor prov'd a cheat to be a bride. 

When I was a dame of honour. 

My neighbours ftill I treated round, 
And Grangers that came near me, 

Tlic poor too always welcome found, 
Whofe pray'is did dill endear me ; 



Let 
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Let therefore who at court wou*d be 

No churl, nor yet no fawner, 
Match, in old hofpitality, 

Qiieen Befs's dame of honour. 



Love wifb Caution preferrd. 

FL A V I A wou*d, but dare not venture, * 
Fear ft) much o*cr-rules her paffion j 
Cloe fuffers all to enter. 

Fame Gih'jcAs to inclination: ' 
Neither 's method I admire. 

Either is in love difpleafing j 
C^A ibndnefs gluts deiire. 
Flavins cowardice is teizing. 

CelU by a wiiet^ xneafure. 

In one faithful fwain's embracesr 
Pays a private debt to pleafurei 

Yet for chaft, in publick, paflcs. 
Fair ones, follow Celiacs notion. 

Free from fbir and cenfure wholly^ 
Lover but let it be with caution. 

For extreams are Ihame or folly. 
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^be Snipe. 

To the Tune of The Abbot of Cmterbu$y. 

I'll tell you a ftory, a flory that's true, 
A ftory that's difmal, and comical too; 
It is of a fryar, who fomc people think, 
Tho* as fweet as a nut, might have dy*d of a ilick. 
Verry down^ iown^ hey derry d<mn. 

The fryar wou*d often go out with his gun, 

And tho' no good markfman, he thought him&lf ooe $ 

For tho* he for ever was wont to niiis aim. 

Still fbmcthing, but never himfelf, was to blame. 

Ikrry ikwn» 8cc# 

Ir happen'd young Tster , a friend of the fryar's, 
With legs armM with leather, for fear of the briars. 
Went out with him once, tko' it iignifics not. 
Where he hir'd histgua, or who tick'dfor the ftiot. 

Derty dewn^ &c. 

Away thefe tvw> trudg*d it, o*er hills and o*er dales ; 
They pop'd at the partridges, frighten*d the i^uails j 
But, to tell you the truth, no gieat mifchief was done. 
Save ipoiiing the proveib, As fure as a gun, 

Derry down^ &c. 

But 
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But at lengtk a poor fhipe f!cw dfre6t m the wa^. 

In open defiance, as if he wou'd fay, 

« If only the fryar and Tettr are there, 

* I'll fly where I lift, there's no rcafbn to fear. 

I>erry down, &c* 

Tbo* little he thought that his death was fo nigh. 
Yet teter, by chance, fetch'd him down from on high ^ 
His fhot was rara'd ddwn with a journal, I wift. 
The firft time he charged fo improper with Mift. 

J>erry down^ Sec, 

Then on both fides the fpeechcs began to be made, 
^s — I beg your acceptance. — Oh! no, fir, indeed — 
I beg that you wou*d, fir. — For both wifdy knew. 
That one fnipe cou*d ne'er be a fupjJcr for two. 

Dtrry do-0n, &c. 

What the fryar dedin*d in moft civil Tort, 
Titer dipt in his pocket, — the dc'cl tiake hira fbr'tj 
But were the truth known, *twou*d plainly apppar. 
He oft-times had found a longer PHI there. 

Virry dsfwn, 8cc, 

Hid in his pocket, the fnipe iafely lay, 
While a week did pafs over his head, and a day, ' * 
Till, the ropes for a toaft too ofFenfivc were grown. 
And were Ibaelt out by every nofc but his own. 

Dertydfwn, &c. 

The 
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The frjar look'd whole{btnc> it muft be agreed. 
So no one cou*d fay, whence the ftink ihou'd proceed > 
Where the ftink might be laid, tho* no one cou'd fay, 
Tis certain he brought it, and took it away. 

Deny down^ &c. 

At fight of the fryar began the perfume. 
And fcarce he appesg^'d, but he fcented the room; 
Snu£F-boxes were hdd in the higheft efteem. 
And all the wry faces were made where he came^ 

jyerry down, &c. 

As the place he was in, it was call'd this and that ^ 
In his room 'twas a cloie-ftool, or elTe a dead rat s 
In the fields where he walk'd, for fbme carrion 'twaf 

gjieis'di 
Twas a fiu:t at the angel, and pafs'd for a jeft. 

Derry dtmn, &c» 

At length the fiifpicion fell thick on poor TrAy, 
Till he took to his heels, and with {peed ran away: 
Thought the fryar. Poor IV/iy, Til remember thee foon y 
If I live to grow fweet I'll giye thee a bone. 

Dtrry damni Scc^ 

For he knew that poor TV^y was highly abusM,, 
And, if any, himfclf thus deferv'd to be ^A y 
For *twas certainly he, —.who diie cou'd he think?— 
fTwas certainly he, that mufi make all the ftink. 

Derry down^ &c. 

S© 
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So when he came home, he fat down on his bed. 
His elbow at diftance fupportcd his head : 
His body long while like a pendulum went f 
But all he cou'd do did not alter the fcent. 

l>€rry dcrtm^ &c. 

Thus h7pp*d, he got up, and puU'd off his cloaths. 
He peep'd in his breeches, and fmelt to his hole. 
And the very next morning frefh cloaths he put on> 
All, an but a waiflcoat, for he had but one. 

I>erry iown^ &c. 

But changing his cloaths did not alter the cafe. 
And fb he fhink on for three weeks and three days; 
Till to fend for a doiftor he thought it mofl meet; 
For tho' hi was not, his life it was fweet. 

t>trry dvwnj &c. 

The doctor he came, felt his pulfe in a trice i 
Then crept at a didance to give his advice : 
But fwcating, nor bleeding, nor purging wou'd da. 
For inftead of one fHnk, this only made two. 

IHrry itmn^ &c; 

Tf he fryar oft-times to bis giafs wou*d repair. 
But to death he was frightened when-e'er he came there } 
His eyes were fo fhrunk, and he look'd fb aghaft. 
He verily thought he was Stinking his lafl. 

J>€rry inm, &c. 

So 
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So for credit he haftens to burn all his profe. 
And into the fire his vcrfcs he throws ; 
When, fcatching his pockets to make up the pric. 
He fband out the fnipe, that had flunk all the while. 

I>erry down^ &c. 

So ^e hopes you will now think him wholefonae again. 
Since his waiflcoat difcovers the caufe of his pain: 
To conclude, the poor firyar intreats you to note. 
That you might have been fweet had you been in his 
coat. 

Deny ihvn, &c. 



^be Merry Wretched Man* 

^ o beauty born a willing fkve, 
•*■ A merry wretched man, 
I flight the ttymph 1 cannot harv,- 
Kor doat mi thc& X can* 

This conftant maxim flill I hold. 

To bafilc all dcffpaw,. 
The abiient» ugly are and old $ 

The prefcut^ youag aod &k. 
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S*be Happy Rekcountebl. A Dialogue. 

she, ^H^ H ! Love, if a god thou wilt be, 
yj Do juftice in favour of me» 
For yonder approaching I fee 

A man with a beard. 

Who, as I have heard. 

Hath often undone 

Poor maids that have none,^ 

With fighing, and toying, 

And crying, and lying. 
And fuch kind of foolery. 

fit. Fair maid, by your leave. 

My heart does receive 
Strange plcafure to meet you here i 

Pray tremble not (b. 

Nor offer to go, 
m do ye no harm I fwear. 

She, My mother is fpinning at home. 
My father works hard at his loom. 
And we here a milking are come : 

Their dinner they want \ 

Pray, gentleman, don't 

Make more ado on*t. 

Nor give us affront ; 

We're none of the town. 

Will lie down for a crown : 
Then away, fir, and give us room. 
Vol.. IV. U . ^- • *V Jfe. 
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Hi. By Vhctbus, by Jove^ 
By honour, by love, 
ril do ye, dear fweet, no harm t 
You're asircfli as a rofc, 
I want>oiic of thofc \ 
Ah! how fuch a wife wou*d charm ! 
iShi. And can you then, like the oM rule. 
Be conjugal, honeft, and dull. 
And marrj, and look like a fool ? 
for 1 muCk he plain, 
AU tricks are in yain, 
^There's nothing can gain 
•The thing you'd obtain. 
But moving, and proving. 
By wedding, true loving; 
My Icflbn i Icarn't at fchool. 
fie. I'll do't by this hand i 
I've houfcs, I've land, 
Eftate too in good freehold \ 
My dear. Ictus join. 
It all (hall be thiiie, 
Bcfides a good purfc of gold. 
tfibr You make mc to blufli now I vow; 
Oh lord'! (hall I baulk my cow ? 
Put fmce the late oath you Jiavc fworn, 
your foul fhall not be 
Jn danger for me, 
i'll rather agree 
, Of two to make three ; 
We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
There's no more to be laid, 
A^ r Jl ne'er ^o a milking mprc. 2** 
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?i&^ Battle o/AuDEN A RD. 1708. 

YE commons and peers^ 
Pray lend me your ears, 
ril ling you a fbng, if I can. 
How Lewis le Grand 
Was put to a ftand. 
By the arms of our gracious queen jU$n* 

How his army fo great 

Had a total defeat. 
And clofe by the river Dender i 

Where his grandchildren twain. 

For fear of being flain, 
Galiop'd off with the popifh pretender. 

To a fteeple on high. 

The battle to fpy, 
Up mounted thefe cicrer young menj 

But when, from the (pure, / 

They faw fo much fire, 
Mofl cleverly came down ^gain. 

Then on horfe-back they got, 

All on the fame fpot. 
By advice of their coufin VendofmBi 

Oh lord ! cry*d out he. 

Unto young Burgundy, 
Wott'd your brother and you were at home* 

U % WUib 
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While this he did fay^ 

Without more delay. 
Away the young gentry fled ; 

Whole heels, for that work. 

Were much lighter than cork, 
7ho' their hearts were as heavy as lead« 

Not £o did behave 

Young Hanover brave. 
Id this bloody field, I alTure ye j 

-When his war-horie was ihot. 

He valu'd it not. 
But fought it on foot like a fury. 

Full firmly he flood. 

As became his high blood. 
Which runs in his veins Co bhie $ 

For {his gallant young man. 

Being a-kin to queen jinn. 
Did zs, were fhe a man, fhe wou'd do. . 

While death flew about. 

Aloud he call'd out. 
Ho \ you chevalier of St, George, 

If you'll neither ftand. 

By fea nor by land, 
JPxetcnder, that title you forge. 



vrb^ 
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What a racket was heri^ 

I think 'twas laft ycaf, 
For a little misfortune ill Spain T 

But by letting *cm win. 

We have drawn the putts in. 
To lofe all they're- worth* this campaign. 

Tho* Bruges and Ghenf 

To monfieur we lent. 
With intereft they fhall repay 'em v 

While Farh, may fing, 

With her forrowful king; 
Nunc dimhtis, inftead of Te Deumi 

From this dream of fuccdfe 

They'll awaken, we gueis. 
At the found of great Marl^f0ugh*s drums ^ 

They may think, if they will, 

Oi Almanza ftill. 
But 'tis Blenheim wherc-ever he comes. 

Oh Lewis i perplex'd. 

What general next ? 
Thou haft: hitherto chang*d in vaiflft 

He has -beat 'em all round. 

If no new one is found. 
He fhall beat 'em all over again. 



U J We'll 
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WcH let TallarJ out. 

If hell take t'other bout; 
^nd much he's improy'd, let me tell ye. 

With Hifttingham ale> 

At every meal. 
And good pudding and beef in's belly. 

But as lofers at play 

Their dice throw away, 
While the winners do Hill win on : 

Let who will command. 

Thou had'ft better disband. 
For, old bully, thy do6h>r8 are gone. 



Srtbf Delighted Loveb.. 

CELi A now is all my ibng. 
And all the language of my tongue i 
Of every waking thought the theme. 
And vifion too of every dream : 
When her I fmg, myfelf I pleafe j 
And talking of her am at eaie : 
Only to think on her, Fd wilh to wake i 
And dumber only for the vifion's iake. 



MxUDS 
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Ml NDs not Fre§. 

YE beaus of pleafiire, 
Whofewit, atleifurc. 
Can count loVe's trcafure. 

Its joy ,and fmart : 
At my defire. 
With me retire, 
To know what fire 
Confumes my heart. 

Three moons that hafted» 
Are hardly wafted, 
Since I was blafted 

Witk beauty's ray: 
Aurora (hews yc 
No face fb rofy. 
No fulfs pofy 

So frefh and gay* 

Her skin, by nature. 
No ermine better, 
Tho' that fine creature 

Is white as fnow } 
With blooming graces 
Adorn*d her face is, 
.Her flowing treiTe^ ^ v 

As black as floe. 

U 4r She's 
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Shc*s tall and (lender, 
She's loft and tender j 
Some god commend her. 

My wit's too few : 
Twere joyful plunder. 
To bring her under i 
She's all a wonder. 

From top to toe. 

Then ceafe, ye fages. 
To quote dull pages. 
That in all ages, 

Our minds are free: 
Tho* great your skill is* 
So i^rong the will is. 
My love for ThyUU 

Mud ever be. 



S^e Infe&ehce. 

THE cares of lovers, their alarms, 
Their fighs, their tears, have powerful charms r 
And if fo fweet their torment is, 
Ye gods ! how ravifhing the blifs ! 
So fbft, £o gentle is their pain, 
Tis ev*n a pleafure to complain. 

Tiff 
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^he Difitefsd Shepherd. 

IA M a poor ihepherd undone. 
And cannot be cur'd by art. 
For a nymph as bright as the fui> 

Has ftolc away my heart 5 
And how to get it again 

There's none but (he can tell. 
To cure me of my pain. 

By faying ihe loves me weB j 
Jbd alas ! pear fhepkerd, alack, and a wtll^a^dajif 
SrfoTi I was in^ kvi, oh ! evtry mmth was May* 

If to love fhe cou'd not incline; 

I told her I'd die in an hour^ 
To die, %s fhc, 'tis in thme. 

But to love 'tis not in my -power t 
I ask'd her the reaion why 

She cou'd not of me approve? 
She faid, 'Twas a task too hard,. 

To give anyreafbn for lovej 
And alas! poor Jhepherd, alack, and a well-a-daji 
Before I was in hve, oh I every month was May. 
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She ask*d me of my cffate.j. 
. I told her a €ock of iheep^ 
'the grafs whcrcotrthey graze,. 

Where (he and I might flccp>. 
Beiides a good tea pouodw 

la old king Hany^s groats , 
With hooks and crooks abound. 

And birds of fundry notes i 
And das ! fow/hefherj, alack, and a^ Wilp-a-dayj 
BefoH I was in lave, oh! ruiry month was May. 



Charming St&epxok. 

A H • Stnphon, charming yauth, forbear 
•"• Thy words of melting loire f 
Thy eyes thy language well may fparc, • 
^ One dart enough can move \ 
Thro* every vein each glance like lightening i^ies^ 
And all relief to yielding love denies. 

Oh! ccafc with fighs to wound my foul. 

Or prcfs me with thy hand i 
Who can the kindling fire controul, 

The tender force withftand ? 
For Ihc that hears thy voice, and fees thy eyes. 
With too much pleafure, too much fbftnefs, dies. 
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^be ProfUident Damsel* 

As fidlers and archers, who cunnmgly know - 
The way to procure thcmfelves merit. 
Will always provide them two firings to their bow. 
And manage their bus'acfs with ipirit : 

So likewise the provident damfel ihou'd do. 
Who wou'd make the befl; ufe of her beauty : 

If the mark (he wou*d hit, or her leilbn play throogb 
Two lovers muft dill be on duty. 

Thus arm*d againft chance, and fecure of fiipply. 

Thus far our revenge we may carry : 
One (park, for our ^ort, we may jilt and&t by; 

And t'other, poor ibul! we may marry. 



1 



5tbe ELoctok'j Daughter; 

N LonJon town there liv'd, well known» 
A doctor old and wary, 
A daughter fair Was all his care. 

How to difpofe and naarry : 
This daughter, (he, as all agree. 

Was wond-rous neat and pretty : 
Ye parents dear, I pray draw near, 
And liften unto my ditty. 

The 
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The dodor bent with full intent, 

A country 'fquire (hou'd have her i 
For he had pence inftead of fenfe. 

Which gain'd this old man's favour $ 
The daughter ihe wou'd not agree y 

This was no match for Kitty : 
Ye maidens all, too apt to fall. 

Come liftcn unto my ditty. 

A neighboring fpark, a lawyer's clcrk». 

This f^ maid's heart obtained j 
,With love and truths the gentle youthr 

All her a£fe£lions gained : 
The do6lor he wou*d not agree» 

Alas ! and more the pity : 
yt lovers true, altho* but few, 

Come Men unto my ditty. 

The •iquirc addrefs'd, the doctor prefi'd^ 

But cou*d nof 'Bring her- over f 
She each defies, andi?oth denies. 

Nor will ihe lofe hei^lover : 
The lover flew, when tils he knew,' 

And runs away with i:uty : 
Thus ibon, my lovo, I hope to prove 

The fa£t of this my ditty. 



The 
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The Generous Lass. 

Occafioft'd by the preceding Song, 
HE RE, on the ftagc, mock hero's rage. 



Diftrefs'd by adverfe fortune j 
Where wanton things, by fecret fprings, 

^ove quick behind the curtain .- 
There you may hear, if you can bear. 

Bad tunes to a worfe ditty j • 

What fhame it is, fuch fluff as this 

Shou'd e'er be fiiag of Kitty / 

Por Kitty was a genVous lafs. 

As you find by the flory 5 
A ftranger to all fordid view, 

A nymph cut out for glory : 
Altho* her dad was raving mad. 

To match her with a looby; 
Bccaufe his pence outflione his fcnfe. 

She gave 'em both the go-by. 

Thus wifely done, (he ventur'd on 

A comdy youth that lov'd heri 
No other art cou'd gain her heart, 

'Twas love that always mov'd her : 
In wedlock fhc knew to agree. 

Was worth a mint of money : 
By honefl means both gained their endsj 

And made their moon all honey. 

I Then 
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Then, ipaidens fair, to wed forbear, 

When gold is all the motive 5 . , , 
Left you (hou*d ifind the change unkind. 

And of all joys abortive : 
Let Kitty s choice dircA your voice, 

WhcnVer you fay, you'll marry; 
Eifc, ten to one, you're all undone. 

And of your aims mifcarry. 



3^e Way to he Gay. 

Gi v E me but a friend and a glafs, boys, 
ril (hew ye what 'tis to be gay > 
1*11 not care a fig for a iafs, boys. 
Nor love my brisk youth away : 
Give me but an honeft fellow. 
That's pleafanter when he is mellow. 
We'll live twenty-four hours a 'day. 

♦Tis woman in chains docs bind, boys^ 
But 'tis wine that makes us free 5 

•Tis women that make us blind, boys. 
But wine makes us doubly fee. 

The female is triie tp no man. 

Deceit is inherent to woman. 
But none in a brimmer can be. 



9U 
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Stb^ Dream Verified. 

TH Y K s 1 5, affli^ed with love and defpair, 
Reclin'd on the bank of a murmuring ftream. 
Found, in ibft flumbcrs, releafe from His care. 
And fency prcfented a flatteriug dream. 

Blooming, and blufhing, conienting, and gay, 
Cloris, in vifion, appeared to his fight i 

Down by the fide of her (hcphcrd (he lay. 
And languifhing looks his embrace did invite. 

Raptur*d with joy, he extends his vain arms. 

Eager to clafp the kind pitying feir ; 
But, waking, finds 'cm devoid of her charms. 

And all his fond hopes, but delufion and air. 

•Oh ! why do I wake to new torment ? he cry'd, 
Sleep only brings eafe to my amorous mind^ 

Still in its bands let my fcnfes be ty'd. 

Since only in dreams my fair Cloris is ldnd« 

Among the thick ruAies and willows concealed, 
Claris, who heard the complaint of her fwain. 

At once both herfelf and her paflion reveal'd, 
And vow'd he no longer ihou'd languiih in vain. 

Then 
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Then down by the fide of her (hcpherd ihe lay. 
All on the gay bank of the murmuring ftream ; 

Swift flew the moments in transport away. 
And ibmething was done that was more than a dream. 



S7^ Jolly Sailor. 

HAUL, haul away, haul away. 
Let your anchors be weighing, 
Haul, haul away, and be fleering. 
Ere the wind (hall be veering \ 
Time and tide will admit no delaying. 

Abroad with your flags, your flreamers diiplay. 
While the full fwelling ica ihall befriend ye : 

Not a ftorm by the fca, nor a rock by the way. 
Not a ftorm nor a rock (hall oflend ye, 

Whilft we ^thom and found. 

Let our glais then go round. 
Let us drink, let us revel and roar j 

Whilft the coaft is in view. 

Our mirth fhall renew. 
And give the boon lads their kind welcome afhorc. 



Peggy V 
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fstiBssmi^aimiisegti 

Peggt'j Mill 

BENEATH a green (hade, I faund a fair maid^ 
Was ileeping ibund and ftill-o. 
Alow and wi* love, my fancy did roVe^ 

Around her wi* gud will-o ; 
Her bofbm I preft, but fiink in her reft. 

She ftir'd na my joy to fpill-o 5 
While kindly ihe flept, clofe to her I crept. 
And kifs*d, and kifs'd her my fili-o. 

Obliged by command, in FlanJers to land. 

To (hew my courage and skill-o, 
Fraer quickly I flaw, hoift Ms and awa»^ 

For wind blew fair on the billow : 
Twa years brought me hame, where loud fraifix^ famc- 

Tald me, with a voice right flirill-o. 
My hCs, like a fool, had mounted the ilool. 

Nor kcn'd who'd done her the ill-o. 

Mair fond of her charms, my fbn in her arms, 

I ferlying fpeer*d how fbe fell-o ? 
Wi' the tear in her eye, quoth fhe« Let me die^ 

Sweet fir, gin I can tcll-o: 
Love gave the command, I took her by the hmd. 

And bad her a' fears expell-o. 
And no mair look wan, for I was the man, 

Wha*d done her the deed mylcll-o» 

Vou IV. X .% 
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My bomiy fweet lafs, on the gowany grais. 

Beneath the ihilling hill-o 
If I did offence, iie make ye amends. 

Before I leave Teggf^ mill-ow 
Oh the mill, mill, oh ! and the kill, dciU-o, 

And the coging of the wheel-o 5 
The fack and the iieve, a* thae ye maun leaver 

And round vri* a fbdger reel-o. 



Cvvii>*s Capti*vify^ 

As CupiJ, rogui(hly, one day. 
Had all alone ftole out to plaj. 
The mufcs caught^the little knave^ 
And captive love to beauty gave. 

The laughmg dame fbon mifs'd her fott. 
And here and there diftra^ed run> 
And ftill, his Kbcrty to gain, 
Olfas his ranfom : but in vain^ 
The willing prisoner hugs his chain. 
And vows he'll ne'er be free. 
And vows he*li ne'er be free, 
Nio, no, no^ no, hell ne'er be free agsdi*. 



ftlLIMIMi'^ 
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Belinda'^ Power] 

BE L I N D a's black commanding eye 
Compels my heart to love hcrj 
Ah, Cufid, then my tongue iupply 

With all thy arts to move her > 
Soft words, and moving founds. 
To melt her foul to pleafure j 
Her pleafure 'tis mufl: heal my wounds. 
And bleis me above meafure. 

BiUnda hears my am'rous fong. 

For her alone I languifli j 
Ah-! then no more forbid my tongue 

To tell my raging anguifh : 
Ah! pity fhew, or elfe I die. 

And fo you lofe a lover. 
Immortal, if within your eye, 

Compliance I diicovcr. 
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^e Stray Heart, 



MY heart is every beauty's prey. 
And does my pow'r difown 5 
I ne'er cou'd keep it one whole day. 
And now 't has been fo long away, 
I. know not where *tis flown. 

But if the fair, that finds this ftray. 
Will kindly give it room 5 

Or teach it better to obey, 

Her care with double thanks 111 pay. 
And take the rambler home. 



Sl^e Charming Wh 



ISPBREIL. 



WHEN my Aurelia fmlles (he wounds me. 
With a fmooth (haft that I embrace -, 
When ihe fpeaks, yet more confounds me. 

Her words do Aide with iuch a grace : 
From that fbft voice wh^t can defimd me i^ 

Such lively fenfe does from it ^w. 
All other wit does now offend me. 
Since by kind whiijpers hers I know. 



Baccbu&V 
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Bacchus V Infpiration. 

Hark! how the fbngftcrs of the grove 
Sing anthems to the god of love j 
Hark! how each am'rous winged pair, , 
With love's great praifes, fill the air j 
On every fide the charming found 
Does from the hollow woods rebound. 

Love, in their little veins, infpircs, 
Their chearful notes, their foft dcfires j 
While heat makes buds and blollbms fpring, 
Thofe pretty couples love and fingj 
But winter puts out their defire. 
And half the year they want love's fire. 

But ah ! how much are our delights mote de^? 
For only human kind love all the year. 

Hence with your trifling deity, 

A greater we adore 5 
Bacchus, who always keeps us free 

From that blind childifh power. 
Love makes you languiih^ aad look pale. 

And fiieak, and figh, and whine: 
But over us no griefs prevail. 

While we have lofty wine. 



Scorn 
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S G ax. K preferrd to Kindness. 

Ifear'd your love, I know you're fair,. 
That might have caus'd my painj 
My grateful heart cou'd not forbear*. 

But mull have lov'd again. 
The fallen fcom your eyes impart^ 

I wou'd much rather have ; 
Your haughty pride has freed that heart 
Your kindnefi might enflave* 

As when winds .rage, and feas grow htgh^ 
• They friendly bid beware 5 
But when they're fmooth, and calm the sky^ 

Tis iima they wou-d enfhare : 
80 tendemeis our hearts beguiles^ 

Whilft (corn our freedom crowns $ 
There is more danger in your fmilesj. 

ThAn can be in your frowns. 
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>t-^''>>^r^-'- 



Stbe Donyting Lovek* 

CoR(NMA> with innocence, beauty, and wtt^ 
Every fcnfe does invade, 
And my reaibn perfuade> 
And with pleafure compels me my reafon ib quit^ 
Tho' my tongue has pretended to (erve and adore> 
I find my heart ne'er was in earneft before ^ 
But £0 bright are her charms, all my hopes I difbuft ^ 
My want of defert makes my jealoufy juft :. 
If the joys her eyes promife I nc*er muft obtain. 
Let 'em quickly determine my doubts by diidain j 
I am none of tho& fools who can iigh and complain 
But if (he can betray me, my fate let me meet. 
Let me live in her arms, or die at her feet. 



.1 



^e CaNTEar.. 

WHEN Dft^mi firft her ihepherd fiw,. 
A (iidden trembling feiz'd her^. 
Honour her wandring looks did awe $ 
She durft not view what pleas'd her.. 

When at her feet he fighing" lay. 
She found her heart complying^ 

Yet wou*d not let her love ^ive way. 
To iave her fwain from dying* 



Th^ 



,y Google 



240 A ColleBion of Songs. 

The Iktie god ftoed Idughiag by, > 

To fee her dextrous feigning j 
He bid the bluftiing fiiir comply. 

The (hcpherd leave complaining. . 



Advice to Celia. 

IF, Ce/i/i, you had youth at will, 
And long cou'd hoard the flefting trcafurc. 
You might be coy and cruel ftill. 
And awhile delay your pleafurc. 

But your youth is fwiftly flying. 
And your charms will ibon be dying, . 
And then you'J ufe inviting arts in vain. 
Your love will give no joy, your fcorn will give no 
pain* 

Ufe your time tliefi, u& the bItfQing, 
Lofe no hour without pofTcfllng -, 
For when the firil tumultuous blifs is pad, 
There ftill remains a joy that^ will for ever laft* 
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S^e Impatient V 



I R 6 I N« 



V 



ord! what's come to my mother, 

^ That every day more than other. 
My true age (lie wou'd fmother. 

And fiys I'm not in my teens? 
Tho' my fampler IVe fewn through. 
My bib and my apron outgrown too. 
My baby quite away thrown too, 

I wonder what 'tis (he means : 
When our f^k» does fqueeac my hand. 
And calls me fugar-fweet. 

My breath ahnoft fkils mc, 

I know not what ails me. 
My heart does fo heave and Co beat, 

1 have heard of defircs, 

From girls that have juft been of my years, 
Love compared to fWeet-briars, 

That hurts, and yet docs pleafcj 
Is love finer than money? 
Or can it be fwecter than honey ? 
Tm, poor girl, fuch a toney, 

Evads, that I canntit gueisr ": 

But Vm fiire, TU watch more near. 
There's ibmething that tinith will fhowj 

For if love be a bkfling, 

To pleafe, bcyoiid kiffing, ) 

Our ;fane and our- butler d6 know. • . ■ 

yoL.lV. Y ^ The 
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STA Agreeable Negative. 

fipHERE v^pas an a Twain full fair, 
^ Was tripping it over the girafs. 
And these he fpy'd, with her nut-brown hair> 
A prettj tight country lais : 

Fair damiel, (kid he> 

VTith an air brisk and &ee» 
Come let us each other know: 

She blufh'd in his face> 

And reply'd with a grace. 
Pray forbear, fir \ no, no> ao^ no. 

The lady being bolder grown. 
Endeavoured to ileal a kifs $ 
She cry*d, Pifh — let me alone ! 
But held up her nofe for the bliii4^ 

And when he begun, , ; ^ 

She wou'd never have done. 
But unto his lips (he did grow ; 

Near fmother'd to* deaths 

AiToon as fhe'ad br«itlu 
She ftammer'd out. No, no, no, no. 

Come, come, lays he, pretty maid. 

Let's walk to yon private grove, 
Cufid always delights in the cooling ihade, 

Tto^ li rcsMi thep a kiloo, of loFe^ 
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She mends her pace, 

And hafics to the place : ^ 

But if her kdiurc you'd know. 

Let a baihful young mufe. 

Plead the maiden's cxcufe. 
And anfWer you, No, no, no, no. 



S^e Rover BVrf. 

LoKG from the force of beauty's charms» 
Long have I wander'd freej . ^ 

Sndur'd nogrief» felt no alarms j 
Re{er?'d to isdi». and fall by thee, 

' Thou, fair one, thou idone cani): mo^Ci 

This paflion in my breail } 
Thou, thou abne C3X^ teach : me lore^ 
Oh, teach me to be Ueil! 

In fafety thus from all alarms. 

The roving turtle flies. 
Till ibme unerring hasd conveys 

The (httft hf yrlakh. he dies. 



T z Wifdom 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



244 -^ ColUBion of Songs. 



IVifdom no Kecommendation to the Ladies^ 

1AM, cr/d Apollo, (when Daphne he woo'd. 
And, panting for breath, the coy virgin purfu'd. 
When his wiidom, in manner moft ample, expreft 
The long lift (;lf^ graces bis go^^ ppilcft : ) 

* Vm the ^od of fWeet fbng, and in^irer of lays >* 
Nor for lays, nor fwcct fbng, the fair fugitive Ihiys : 
* Tm the god of the harpj ftop, my faireft: * in vainj 
Kqt the harp, nor the harper^ cou'd fetch ker again. 

' Every plantj^ cvwy flower,, and their virtiMS, I know j 
^ God of light I'm above, and of phyfick below : ' 
At the dreadful vfCftdj^ficky the nymph fifid more &ft ; 
At the &tal word plyfick ihe doubled her hafte. 

Thou fond god of wifilooi, then fdter thy phrafe^ 
Bid her view thy young bloo^ f»d thy raviihing raysj 
Tel] her le(s of thy knowledge, iaodmore of thy charms» 
Aod> mj lite for't, theidam&l.aiall% to thy'arms. 
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^e RECONCILIATlONr 

A DiA LaG VB. 

iht. TJOLD, Johny ere you leave me, i'troth I tvilt 
Xj. know. 
Whither, fo fmugg'd up, thus earlf , you goj. 

With dean hands and face, 

Beft band with a lace, 
Your funday*s apparel, when you ftou*d go plough. 
So trim, none wou*d think you a married man now^- 

'Bnty John, ere you leav€ mi, &c. 

JH>. Go, Joan, I won't tell you j^ to lead a fweet life: 
IVe learn't of my betters, to (leal from my wife;- 
Mayhap with my neighbour 111 dud it away i 
Mayhap playat putt, or fbmc other fiich play. 

Sh$. I guefs at what game you'd be playing to day. 
He, Don't plague me, the devil's in woman I think : 
I tell thee, Joanj^Vm going, Vm going to drink. 
Come, pr'ythee don't think that IVe no more grac«i 
Nay, go ! or I'll hit thee a do wee in the face. 

She, You ! Til find ibmebody then (hall ftrike in yout 
Why Ihou'd you deny me, I never did you ? [place* 
Becaufe I a'n*t new, you won't give me my due: 
But troth if you won't, another (hall do. 

Y 3 iff- 
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He. If thus, if thus, if thus you c*?r do. 

Oh ! how ril belabour, oh ! how Til belabour your 

booby and you. 
Shi. If thus, if thus, if thus you e'er do. 

Oh ! how ril belabour, oh ! how 1*11 belabour your 

trollop and you. 
B9th, If thus, if thus, fj^c. 
Shi, Well, 7a^», do not go, 

And I won't do Co-, 

Do not go, do not go, my Jehntif^ 

hlj dear, my precious, my honey. 

Oh pray do not go, 

I won't, I wont do fb. 
He. Adfhigs ! by that buls I'm inveigled to flay ; 

Come, JoMy come and fpoil my ftraying to day. 
Shi. Come, John, give's thy belt band. 

And lend me thy hand. 
H#. Here, Jonfh take my bcft band, 

, And give me thy hand. \ 

Thus 'tis with you women. 
Shi. 'Tis juft & with you men/ 
Hi. When-c'er you M out, 

Shi. Whcn-e'er you fall out, 

Ath*. It is to fall in again ; 

Whcn-e'er we fell ou^ 

Whcn-e'er we fall out» 

It is to fail in again. 
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Sl^e Wife L a jyn^s Choice.. 

SH o u'd T once change my mind, as 1 hope I ne'er fhall^ 
0^> y^ gods, gnnt that I lofe not my rea.{bn and all* 
But may fiimmons up all my difcretioir to prove» 
That deiert was the motive induc'd me to love : 
May my fpark be cndu'd with the charms of the mind f 
For to outward perfections I ne*er was inclined : 
Without affediation, Td have him well-bred* 
Genteel, but not apifh j wife enough to be head \ 
Sincere, chafte, and (bber, whoie afFedioos won't vary: 
Such a one w<Mi*d I have, if ever I marry : 
May he have wcaTth enough from want to prefcrve us. 
And that with content will fufficiently ferve us« 



'Folly of Pajftve Lo v s &s* 

Di o our fighing lovers know. 
What a pain wc undergo. 
Sweeter wou'd their wooing prove. 
Shorter were the way to love* 

Unkind commands when they obey. 
We fiifier more, much more, than they : 
And to rebel were kinder ftiU, 
Than to obey againft our will. 

^ 4 Man'j 
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Mails Love the Caufi of IVomens DifdaiiL 

IN a cool rcfrelhing (hade. 
Fit for mdancholick lovers. 
Poor Bamm, jilted and betrayed. 
Thus his Avelling griefs difcovers : 

Why do men thus feek their ruin ? 

Begging makes them be deny'd » 
Whining, fighing, formal wooing,. 

But increafe the fcx's pride* 

Were we all not foord by beauty^ * 
Womaa foon woif'd know her duty>. 
Wifely follow fenfe and nature. 
Then (he'd be a charming creature. 



Affix'' d to the Gate of the Opera-Houfi^ 

HERE the^ deities approve 
(The gods of mulick and of love) 
All the talents they have lent you, 
All the blcffings they have fent you y 
Plcas'd to fee what they beflow 
Life and thrive fo well bciow^ 

Fanmy 
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Fanny Knap. 

OH ! were Thurfday bat come» I wou'd run to mj 
And throw off my gown and my cap 1 [room* 
To Abingdon go, as fpruce as a. beau,. 
To dance with my £iir Fanny Kmf, 

Let other men ilrole frofn hence to the pole; 

And fearch every part of the map; 
I'm fure they'll ne'er find, among^ woman kindi. 

One £0 lovely as hk Fsmy JOmpi 

Had I genius and fire, (uch as erft did infpire 

The bofbm of Blackmore and Trap, 
Oh how ! like any thing, wou'd I carrol, and fing 

The pralies of fiiir Bimiy Knaf. 

Not gay Wilks^s heart, when he tops WiUair's part^ 

Receives £o much joy from a clap j 
As I, cou'd gold-finches, and a man o* my inches. 

Commend me to fair Fanny Knaf* 

Let the iot boaft his pleafiire, who drinks beyond' 
And. fits all the day at the tap 5 [mcafure*- 

He's not half ib happy, tho' drown'd in his nappy. 
As I with my fair Fanny Knaf, 

At 



,y Google 



250 A ColleStion of Songs. 

As you often have fcea, a faggot when green. 

In the fire boiling over with lap j 
So my fooliih fond heart, ferments in each part, ^ 

While inflam'd by my fair Fanny Kn^p. 

Not a child in the town, when nurfe-ma id is gone. 

So whimpers and cries for his pap ; 
As I, when away the kail: part of the day» 

Lament for my faur Faimy Knsf. 

When duns at my door, at leaft half a fcore» 

Succeflirdy ply the round irapj 
I bid them away — for what he can pay 

Who's undone by his fidr lantiy KxMf f 

The cobler in his hole waxes iad to tbcfile^ / 

If be chance for to lofe but hisftrapi 
Alas I £0 I (hall lofe my end and my aul. 

If at Uft I lofc fair Fanny Knaf. 

The butcher his meat, that we fwcetly may cat. 

From fly-blows defends with a flap j 
So Vd have you to know. Til butcher that beau. 

That docs fly-blow my fair Fanny Knap. 

Some, inflam'd with defire, of fweet figs in the fire, 

Burn boldly at fam'd dragon-fuap ; 
More vent'rousam I, thro* the flames of her eye. 

To catch at my feir Fanry Knap^ 

I fiw 
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I faw t'other day, and envy*d poor TV/iy, 
When (he threw from her table a fcrap » 

1*11 be hang'd for a rogite, if I'd not be a dog. 
To be fed by my fair Famy Knap. 

Were ftie once fet to fale> as her charms cou*d not fidl 

To bring her in many a chap j 
I'd defy any pow*r, lefs than J^w#, and his Ihow'r, 

To outbid me for &ir Fanny Knaf. 

Tho' of all things I hate, to be damnably beat. 
Yet methinks I coa'd bear a good flap ; 

Were the bargam but this, to be heal'd with a kifs^ 
From the lips of my £ur Fanny Kmf. 

Hark ! officious bright fun, when this ibge you have 
And retire to your Jhetis's lap ,• [run. 

To eternity ftay— we can never want day. 
While enlighten'd by €ur Fanny Knaf. 

Poor Stfi^t, on a time, at a lois for a rhyme, 
^ .Was fiipply'd by a very good hap j 
Let him now by his skill, or the help of his de*el» 
Find another for fair FaoJfy Knaf, 

P. S. My mufe ran Co fail, fhe had like, in her hafte. 

To have left in my fbnnet a gap j 
Tho* I doubt not the dean, if this — he hatl fccn, 

Wou'd have flopt it for fair Fanry Knap. 
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S^e Thxev and Cordelier. 

WH o has e'er been at Tarts, muft needs know the 
The fatal retreat of th' unfortunate brave, iGreve,. 
Where honour and juftice moft oddly contribute 
To eaie hero's pains by a halter and gibbetr 
Derry down, down, hej derry down* 

There death breaks the (hackles which force had put on. 
And the hangman compleats what the judge but begun : 
There the *fquire of the pad, and the knight of the poft; 
Find their pains no more balk'd, and their hopes no* 
more cto2ty Verry down, &c. 

Great clain^ arethere made, and great fecreci are known^ 
And the king, and the law, and the thief, has his own : 
But my hearers cry out, What a duce doft thou ail ? 
Cut ofiF thy reflexions, and give us thy tale, 

Deny down, &c.. 
Twas there, t4icn, in civil refpeft to harfh laws, 
And for want of falfe witnefs, to back a badcaufc^ 
A Norman of late was obliged to repair. 
And who to aflxft, but a grave cordelier, 

Derry down, &c. 
The 'i^uirc whofe good grace was to open the fcene, 
Sccm*d not in great hafte, that the fl>ew (hou'd begin : 
Now fitted the halter, now traversed the cart. 
And often took leave, but was loth to depart, 

Denydown^ &c. What 
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IVhat frightens you t]iu«» my gcx>d ion ? fays the prieft** 
You murther'd j are ibrry; and have been confeft: 

father ! my fbrrow will fcarce iave my bacon} 
For 'twas not that I murther'd> but that I was taken* 

Deny down, &c. 
Pho' ! pr'ythee ne'er trouble thy head with fuch fancies* 
Kely on the aid you ihall have £:om St* Frauds: 
If the money you promi&'d be brought to the ched, 
YokiVe only to die j let the church do the reft, 

Berry down, &c. 
And what wifl folks Ciy, if they fee you afraid ? 
It refleds upon me, as I knew not my trade : 
•Courage, friend, to-day is your period of fbrrow ,• 
And things will go better, bdievc me, to-morrow. 

Berry d<r»n» &c. 
To-morrow ! our hero reply'd in a fright. 
He that's hang'd afore noon, ought to think of to-night : 
Tell your beads, quoth the pridft, and be fairly trufi'd up 5 
For you furely to-night fhall in paradife fiip, 

' Berry tkwth &C€ 
Alas! quoth the 'iquire,.how-e'er fiimptuous the treat, 
FarAlew, I fhail have little ftemaeh to. oat t 

1 fhou*d therefore eflqem it great £ivoar, and grace* 
Wou'd you bp ib kind, as to go in my place, 

Beny Jcwn, 6cc. 
That I wou*d, qaoth t)ie &ther, .and thank you to boot^ 
But our adiioas, you know, with our duty muft figit: 
The feafl, I propos'd to you, I cann't tafle. 
For this night, by our order, is mark'd for a fafl^ 

Berry dewn, &c, 

Th* 
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TJien turning about to the hangman, he Md^ 
Difpatch me, I pr'ythec, this troublefomc blade : 
For thy -cord and my, cord both equally tie. 
And we lire by the gold, for which other men die. 

Deny down Sec. 



Je ne ffay quoy. 

ALL own the young SyhAa, is fatally^ fair. 
All own the young Sylvin is pretty, 
Confefs her good nature, and eafy foft air ; 

Nay, more, that fhe^s wanton and witty : 
Yet all theft, keen arrows at Damon dill caA, 

Cou'd never his quiet iieftroy, 
Till the cunning coquet (hot me flying at laft. 
By a;> m fiay, je ne fiay q$4cy, . 

So tho' the young Salvia were not very fitir, 

Tho* fhe were but indifi^!raitly prettyj 
Much wanting AurelU or Celiah &k air. 

But not the dull fenfe of the city: 
Yet ftill the dear creature wou*d pltaie widiout doabt, 

' And gif^ one abundance of joy, 
Since ail that is niiifing is mainly made out. 



Th 



,y Google 



A ColleStion of Songu 25 5 



ibe Kind TaAixoii. 
Jfritten by a Lady. 

1'v E ftrove in vain ; -litre, take my heart ; 
But do not think your thanks are due. 
For I had firft try'd every art 

Th' invading paflion to flibduej 
For fiiccour, fell to wit and pride. 
But both, alas I their aid deny'd : 
And reafbn too her weaknefs has confeft. 
Unable to diflodge th' imperious gueft. 

How fwiftly docs the poifon fpread ! 

How fbon 't has £eiz*d each noble part! 
Wildly it rages in my head. 

Like tides of fire con&mes my heart. 
Yet think not that you conqu'ror are. 
By the wife condudt of the war: 
There was a traitor took your part within, 
And gave youyStrephpn, what you «oa'd not win. 
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Cv V ir> l^ut tts ficpnd Caufi o/Love. 

TE L I. me HO more of CupU*s tow. 
His fliafts and quiver I dcfpiic j 
The wanton boy no hurt cou'd do^ 
Unleis he borrowed Celiacs eyes, 

A wrong to Celia's beauty *tls 

To iky, that CUpid wounds the heart j 

The god can't fee, and Co wou'd miis. 
Did not the goddefs aim the dart. 

Let's not of him an idol make. 

But own Love's pow*r where it is due) . 
The fbv'reign ftamp none can miftake -, 

Her's is the gold, and image too. 

Elfe we like frantick atheifbs live. 

And juftly may, like them, be cuiSt, 
Who all ^o fecond caufes give^ 

And vainly dare deny the firft. 



Jcmmy'^ 
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J E N N y'j Virtue rewarded^ 
^Dialogue. 

Jockey, Tn A I R E s T Jenny ^ thou mun loyc me^ 
7e»»y. J/ Troth, my boimy lad, I do. 
Jockey. Gin thou faift thou dofl: approve me,. 
Deareft,,thou mun kifs me too. 

Jenny, Tawk a kifi or twa, good Jockeys 
But I dare give nene, I tro^v :. 
Fie, nay, piflij be not unlucky \ 
Wed^ me firft, and aw will do^. 

Jock^, For aw F^f, and lands about it, 
Ife not yield thus to be bound.. 

Jenny, Nor I lig by thee without it, 

For twa hundred thouiand pound... 

Jockey. Thou wilt die if I fbrfake thee. 
Jenny, Better die than be undone. 
Jockey. Gin 'tis £[^9 come on, ife tawk thee : ;. 
'Tis too cold to lig alone. 



V:u.Vf^ Z »**<^^' 
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. FataP Disparity^ 

WHEN C/^e was by Damw ieen,. 
What heart cou'd be unmov'd? 
She look'd ib like the Cyfriati <ficcn,. 
Hegaz'd, admir'd, andbv'd. 
• 
He ]ov*i, alas ! but Ioy*d m yUm 

And, full of grief and care. 

He knew he never cou'd obtain. 

The lovely charmuig ^ii*. 

Clce de(erv*d a better fwaihs 

He not fb fair a bride j 
Yet ftill he hug'd the fatal chai4». 

He lov'd, deipair'd, and dy'd. 

Takd pity then» thou lovely maid'j 

For Cloe*s cafe is thinpf 
I dare not ask, fo much I dread^.. 

l/Lu£t Damffo's fate be mine I 
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3%e Sweets of Me l an c'h 01 V4- 

HE N c E, all you vain delights, • 
As fhort as are the nights, > 

Wherein you fpend your folly j; 
There's nought in life fo fweet. 
If man were wiic to (ee't. 
But only melancholy. 
Oh fweetefl melancholy.. • 

Welcome, folded arms, and fixed eyes, 
A figh that piercing piortifies, 
A look that's faft'ned to the ground, 
A tongue chained up/without afouod. • 

Fountain heads, and pathlefs groves* r 
Places which pale pistilion loves : : 
Moon-light walks, when all- the fowls- 
Are warmly hous'd, iave bats and owls| > 
A midnight bell, a parting gcoan«> 
Thefe are the founds we feied ^iipon : - 
Then ftretch our bones in a ftill gloomy valley;* 
Nothing is fi> dainty, iweet as lovely melancholy^' 

t 7^-%2 £a«BLCMs^ 
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^fi^;^cC^ 



Emblems o/Lovb. 

Noir the h&j fyring is fecn. 
Golden yellow, gaudy blue. 
Daintily invite the yiew$ 
Every where, on every green, 
Roies UuAiing as they blow. 
And enticing men to pull i 

LiUies whiter than the fhow } 
Wood-binds of fweet honey full j 
AU love's emblems, and all cry. 
Ladies, if not pluck'd, we die* 

Yet the lufty fpring has ftaid, 
Blufhing red, and pureft white* 
V Daintily to love invite 

Every woman, every maid i 
Cherries kiifmg as they grow. 

And inviting men to tafte, 
Apples even ripe below, 

Winding, gently to the wafte : 
AS love's emblems, and all cry» 
Ladies, if not jduck^s we die. 
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Stbe Ramp'j Refolve againfi Vtrginsty. 

Oh! ril liave a husband> ay, marry ^ 
For why fhou'd I longer tarry. 
For why fhou'd I longer tarry. 
Than other brisk girls have done ? 
For if I ftay, till I grow grey. 
They'll call me old maid, and fufty old jade j 
So ril no longer tarry : 
But m have a husband, ay, marry. 
If money can buy me one. 

My mother (he lays Vm too comings 
A^d ftill in my ears fhe is drumming. 
And ftili in my ears ihe is drumming. 
That I fuch vain thoughts fhou'd (hua: 
* My fiflers they cry. Oh fye ! and oh fye ! 
But yet I can fee, they're as coming as mei 
So let me have husbands in plenty: 
I'd rather have twenty times twenty. 
Than die an old maid undone. 

WOMtNf 
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W o M E N s ^ime of 5triumpb4^ 

IN vain poor DMm&» profbate lies,. 
And humbly trembles at my feet, 
While pleading looks^ and b^ging figh^> 

With moving eloquence intreat : 
Pity perdiades my trembling bread. 
That pains fb great (bou'd be redreft, . 

But Ibme fbang^ whiiper interceedsy. 

And tells me, I muft let him wait. 
And make him feal reftridlive deeds. 

Ere I adixdt him to my ihte : ^ 

Women ibou'd triumph when they can,' 
Since marriage makes 'em ihyes to man* 



Compute, Happiness. 

- H EK paffion'8 ungovem'd by reaibn or art, . 
And joys in idea tranfported my heart. 
Oh, how I deligiited in lonely retreats f 
Where love and the mufes had xhofen their feats. 



w 



There oft was T wont the long dayf to ccnGxmt,' 
In wiihing and promifing pleaiurcs to come s 
But wifbes and promises then were in vain. 
For youth vm^o^ne the fid ieaibn of paizw 
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AiHi^^ with ibrrows of various ibrt, 
I hated- divcrfions, and irkfome grew ^rtj- 
The ooly poor folacc my life cou*d poflefs. 
Was imaginations and dreams of fucceis. 

Sometimes to alleviate the weight of my woe,. 
I fip'd of the ftrcams that from Helicon flow;. 
But mufick and poetry fok'ned- my hearty 
Cou'd never content, and but feidonv divert. 

0*crwhelm'd with diftrcflcs, and nigh to defpair, 
I, reiblute, travelled to breathe a new airi 
In fcarch of relief to- my turbulent mind. 
Left kindrcdi and country, and bus'nefs behind.* 

But ah! cott*d a. fh-^ger, unfriended, and poor,' 
£xpe6b what he ibuglft-for wou'd come in an hour ? ' 
^Improv'd was my anguiih, redoubled my pain, 
And trav'ling, like all other comforts, prov'd vaia-. 

Yet patient and wifer I grjw by degrees. 
And learn'd due fubmiffion f eternal decrees :: 
My pafTions iubjedled to reafbn's controul, 
I found ^itisfa^on brea^ in on my fboL 

And firft to my wiih^ did I meet with a friend; 
Who knew the world well,, and right counfel wou'lf 

lend : 
Brave, gen'rous, and witty) good-humour'd, and free, 
Jtiffc, prudent, polite, and obliging to me*. 
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In his converfition I feoiiblj found 
M7 fufiPrings with portion of happine^ crown'd : 
Oh! thought I, now nothing remains to compleat 
M7 bliis, but a nymph, •loft, gay, and difcreet. 

I found one with beauty, good humour and wit» 
Whofe manners, and conduA my fimcy did fit; 
The Icaft of her fcx by folly mifled, 
The kindeft companion, and true to my bed. 

What more that I wi{h*d-for remains unbeftow'di 
But fame and a fortune above the dull crowd ? 
They are granted \ and nothing is now to be done. 
But to^make a right uie of the happinefi won. 

Then far from the town, and the court 1*11 repair, 
Accompan/d with my dear friend and my fair i 
My lafl fcene of life in fweet fblitude lay. 
Prepare for next worU, and fteal gently away. 



FINIS. 
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